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THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

CHAPTER I. 

JEALOUSY, THE LOVER's HELL. 

The subject is not renewed as Stephen 
Ingram and Harry Garnett leave the 
house, and walk down to the yard-gate 
leading to the meadow. As if by tacit 
consent it is ignored, and they discourse 
of such indifferent matters as the weather 
and the crops. The few white clouds 
which fleck the azure above are very 
high in the heavens, and the bhnding, 
scorching sunhght is flooding the land. 
The earth is parched and baked-looking, 
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2 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

and the stubbly growth grinds and 
crackles beneath Harry Gamett's feet as 
he tramps across the fields to the hay- 
makers. There is a very wrathful ex- 
pression upon his honest face, and a 
perplexed look in his kind grey eyes as he 
walks along the ranks of the haymakers. 
I am sorry to say he is rather irascible, 
and swears at them now and then. On 
the whole, his state of mind is scarcely 
to be wondered at. He has no one but 
himseK to look after the labourers ; and 
he knows well that the labouring instinct 
is to loiter and do as httle as possible 
when the master's eye is turned away. 

Harry Garnett is not a hard taskmaster 
— ^far from it. But he cannot afford not to 
exact a fair day's work for a fair day's 
wage. And therefore this young man is 
in a dilemma, for he does not like to leave 
the haymakers to their own devices, and 
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JEALOUSY, THE LOVER's HELL. 



at the same time he wants to go and have 
a chat with Moira O'Neill. He wants to 
see her before the evening — ^before Stephen 
Ingram can have seen her. 

He takes off his coat and works away 
as he had been doing all the forenoon. 
The beaded drops stand on his brow, 
forced there as much by his perturbation 
of spirit as by the heat of the day. For 
the conversation he has just had with 
Stephen Ingram will keep recurring to 
his mind; and Harry Gamett — ^forgetful 
of haymakers and of the possibly im- 
eamed half-crowns which he will be 
obhged to pay away — ^throws on his coat, 
and, wiping the heat-drops from his fore- 
head, strides along the meadow and along 
the dusty white high-road in the direc- 
tion of Thimble Hall. 

And thus it is that it comes to pass 
that, failing to find Moira in the house, 
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4 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

he goes in search of her, and presently 
finds her in the lane at the end of the 
garden. 

The appearance of Harry Gamett upon 
the scene does not affect her much, one 
way or the other. She still continues 
pacing restlessly to and fro, and answers 
Harry Gamett's attempts to draw her 
into conversation in rather vague mono- 
syllables. Her mind is so full of her 
sorrow, is so pre-occupied, that she does 
not notice the wistful eagerness of his 
manner. Indeed, she scarcely thinks of 
him ; if she does do so at all, it is only 
a passing thought that she wishes very 
much that he would go, would leave her 
alone with her own reflections. 

*' You weren't at church yesterday," he 
says, trying to fill up an awkward pause. 

"No," she replies, wearily. "Aunt 
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JEALOUSY, THE LOVER S HELL. 6 

Juliana said it wasn't the correct thing to 
do so soon after — after" — (here her full 
red lip quivers) — '* after the funeral." 

She turns away her head as she speaks, 
and two large tears gather in her eyes, 
and roll slowly down her pale cheeks. 
Harry Gamett has all a man's genuine 
horror of seeing a woman cry; and he 
inwardly anathematizes himself for ever 
having been the cause of bringing a 
regretful tear to those sweet eyes. 

" I hope you did not think me unkind 
nor unneighbourly not to have come to 
see any of you since," he says. "I did 
not know of any way in which I could 
be of use," he continues, ruefully, " or 
I would have come." 

"I am sure of that, Harry, and so is 
Honor," she replies, with her misty eyes 
fixed on the waving branches overhead. 
"You are one of the few people," she 
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6 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

adds, "to whom Honor and I would 
apply if we wanted help or advice about 
any matters, for we all like yon very 
much." 

Harry G^mett is pleased and flattered, 
and at the same time his heart sinks 
as he listens to the extreme friendliness 
of her tone. Not the faintest hesitancy 
in her manner is there ; no diflSdence, no 
conscious blush as she raises her frank 
sweet eyes, and looks straight into his 
face. She has said they all liked him — 

" Twas the phrase. 
Oh ! saints above ! 

Cold and crael sounds this liking 
From the lips of one we love." 

Once before had Harry Gamett made 
a bold stroke, and had tried to persuade 
Moira that she was half engaged to him. 
Before she had made any reply they had 
been interrupted, and he never knew 
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JEALOUSY, THE LOVER S HELL. 7 

what her answer might have been. But 
of this he felt cruelly certain now, that 
had she reciprocated his love she could 
not look at him so unconcernedly. He 
felt instinctively that ^^Uking," upon the 
part of a man or a woman, or both, is a 
feeHng which seldom or never ripens into 
love. 

It seems as though there were some 
fatahty attending his declarations of 
attachment. He wants now to say 
something to her, something which she 
cannot possibly misconstrue into anything 
but an avowal of his love, and of his wish 
to make her his wife. At the same time 
he knows her sensitive organization, and 
he fears being too abrupt and treading too 
closely with the tal^ of his love in the 
footsteps of her sorrow. 

"Moira," he asked hesitatingly, "I 
hope you will not consider it mere idle 
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8 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

curiosity if I ask you what you all think 
of doing?" 

*^ Do you mean you want to know how 
we are to live?" she replies promptly, 
and without the slightest hesitation in 
either speech or manner. 

"Yes. I hope you don't think me 
intrusive to ask you," he says, with his 
eyes on the ground as he nervously 
switches the bushes in passing, 

" No. I think it is very kind of you 
to interest yourself in our affairs." 

"Don't speak so indifferently to me, 
Moira," he pleads, "You know that 
anything which affects you must affect 
me." There is a tone of loving entreaty 
in his voice which Moira either does not 
or will not hear. 

"I repeat that I think you are very 
kind," she says coolly. " I'm sure I 
don't know what we are going to do." 
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JEALOUSY, THE LOVER's HELL.' 9 

There are words of love trembling on 
Harry Gamett's lips as they reach the 
end of the lane where the path terminates 
at the river. A minute more, and Harry 
Gamett would have put his fate to the 
test, but Destiny, in the person of Stephen 
Ingram, steps in — or rather steps out of 
a boat, and joins them. 

" You have been stealing a march upon 
me," he says, with ill-bred familiarity as 
he turns to Harry Garnett. "I saw this 
fellow about two hours ago, Miss O'Neill," 
he continues, ^^and told him I was coming 
up here to see you. He evidently got 
jealous, and determined to forestall me. 
Ha! ha! ha!" 

Moira reddens. She has met many 
men during her wanderings over the 
continent and in London ; but a man 
of this class she has never yet come 
in contact with. She does not quite 
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10 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

understand him. Moira is a quick-witted 
girl, a girl of spirit. Yet, strange to say, 
there is something in this man's assump- 
tion which cows her in spite of herbelf. 

It annoys her. Stephen Ingram stands 
before her in the prime of his man- 
hood. A powerful-looking, handsome 
man. Moira cannot, for her Hfe, help 
admiring his physical beauty, and she 
hates herself for it. During the conver- 
sation, desultory enough, which follows 
for the next few minutes, he looks 
straight into her eyes. Moira wonders 
what can be the matter with her, for she 
feels the hot blood ebb and flow from her 
heart, and from some inexplicable cause or 
other she becomes confused and diflSdent 
in her manner. Stephen Ingram is ngt 
sufficiently well acquainted with the girl 
to observe the change in her demeanour. 
Therefore, judging her by the women he 
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has ever been accustomed to, lie is rather 
amused at her hesitancy, and ascribes it 
to maidenly agitation at being the object 
of the attention of two possible admirers. 

Not so Harry Gamett. He knows 
Moira's nature too well not to detect 
the difference in her manner. Jealousy 
— ^the lover's hell — seizes him with its 
ruthless tooth. Stephen Ingram inquires 
for Honor and the countess, and finally 
asks permission to come in and see them, 

" Yes," repKes Moira in answer to his 
request, which she wished, and yet did 
not wish to refuse, " I am sure they will 
be very hapyy to see you. You will 
come in also, Harry, will you not?" 

"No, thank you," says this bitterly 
disappointed young man; "I have to 
hurry back to the haymakers." 

And then Harry Gamett walks away 
along the road, and through the meadow. 
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12 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

He has a great and mighty mistrust of 
the man whom he has left in company 
with the sweet woman he loves better 
than his own hfe. But, although he 
loves her with the strong deep love 
which no one — either man or woman — 
ever feels more than once in a lifetime, 
yet he would not make her his wife did 
he think she gave one passing thought 
to another. 
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CHAPTEE II, 

"say *yes/ dear." 

At Thimble Hall the weeks have dragged 
on very wearily. Nearly two months 
have elaps^d since Hugh O'Neill was 
buried in the pretty little graveyard 
about a quarter of a mile from the 
house. The grass is green upon his un- 
pretentious grave, which the loving hands 
of Moira keep neat and trim. Neither 
headstone nor tombstone marks the place 
where he lies. There is nothing to dis- 
tinguish the grave from the neighbouring 
trimly-kept ones which surround it. The 
*'rude forefathers of the hamlet sleep" 
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14 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

there as peacefully as does Hugh O'Neill, 
the descendant of a long line of kings. 

The evening sun of mellow maturing 
September is flooding the land. The 
clustering hop- vines — which grow in 
luxuriant abundance in the little grave- 
yard — are brown, and shrivelled, and 
yellow. They are scattered thickly over 
the graves, making an autumnal winding- 
sheet for the unconscious dead. Scarcely 
a breeze stirs them as they lie there and 
glow in the red light of the September 
sunset, which seems to linger lovingly 
over the land, as if loth to leave it. 

Droves of young geese are waddling 
through the stubble-fields whence the 
golden grain has been gathered. They 
strut and cackle, blissfully unconscious of 
impending Michaelmas. They squabble 
amongst themselves for dainty unctuous 
snails and slugs, thus to lay up upon 
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SAY *YES,' DEAR." 15 

themselves treasures of fat, which they 
know not who may gather. 

In the . garden of Thimble Hall Honor 
and Moira are striving to keep the beds 
and paths clear of the drifting leaves 
which the occasional autumnal gusts 
have driven over them. There is a 
subdued look upon the countenance of 
each as she vigorously plies either rake 
or brush. 

'^ Honor," says Moira, coming over to 
where her sister is industriously pruning 
away a multitude of withered blossoms. 

^'What is it?" asks the damsel ad- 
dressed, standing upright, pruning-knife 
in hand, and contemplating the result pf 
her labours. 

" How soon do you think the dividends 
will be due ? You know I know nothing 
— ^never can understand anything about 
business-" 
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16 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

"What do you want to know for? " 
asks Honor, without looking at her sister, 
and evidently temporizing with the 
matter. 

" Because I want a new pair of boots," 
she replies, "and I know we cannot 
afford them now — ^that we have only just 
money enough to bring us on until the 
next payment is due." 

" I only hope we have money enough 
to bring us on until then," rejoins Honor, 
abruptly, 

"Why, when will the next money be 
due ? " she asks in rather an alarmed 
tone of voice. 

"Not until near Christmas. I don't 
know exactly the date," she says 
gloomily. " These dividends are fluc- 
tuating things." 

" My gracious. Honor ! " exclaims the 
younger girl in genuine alarm, " we have 
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"say 'yes,' deak." 17 

not nearly money enough to last until 
then. There's the haK-year's rent in 
November; it's not much, certainly, but 
it is a great deal to us. Honor, Honor, 
what are we to do ? " 

" I'm sure I don't know," she rephes, 
throwing down the pruning-knife into the 
wheelbarrow; and the two girls walk 
towards the house. 

** The fact of it is, we must do some- 
thing for our living," exclaims Moira. 
"The worst of it is, we are not suflBiciently 
educated to do anything in particular." 

"Dr. Musgrave was here yesterday 
evening, when you were down town," 
remarks Honor carelessly. 

"What has that gat to do with what 
we are talking about ? " retorts Moira, a 
little impatiently. 

"It has a good deal to do with it," says 
Honor, oracularly, and then stops short. 
VOL. n. c 
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18 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

"What? What can Dr. Musgrave 
have to say to our affairs ? " and Moira 
stops midway in the path, and looks 
inquisitively at her sister. 

"Well, the truth is this," explains 
Honor, her pretty russet-crowned head 
bent so that Moira has not a good view of 
her face, " I was going to tell you that 
I have accepted the situation of daily 
governess to Dr. Musgrave's children." 

" Dirty little creatures ! " emphatically 
asserts Moira. "Honor, what on earth 
made you do such a thing ? " 

" I knew it was necessary for me to do 
something, and as that was the first thing 
that turned up, I accepted it," she repUes 
coolly. 

" And what about Mrs. Musgrave ? " 

"I am to see her, and speak to her 
about it in a day or so." 

"If you can catch her sober, you should 
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say," replies Moira, as they approacli the 
house, whence the sound of voices is 
wafted to them through the open window 
of the sitting-room, 

" It's Major and Mrs. Barry, I know 
the niajor's hoarse voice," exclaims Moira, 
in an undertone. "What an old nuisance 
he is. Honor, I want to run up the road 
to the graveyard this evening, and I may 
as well go now. I can't bear to go in 
and talk gossip." 

Drawing her old plaid shawl more 
closely around her, and settling her hat 
more decorously upon her head, Moira 
adv&jices alone along the country road. 
She walks upon the grass at either side, 
kicking up the leaves and enjoying the 
subtle, sweet ai'oma which clings to them, 
and which is wafted towards her. Now 
and then some of the country people 



Digitized by 



Google 



20 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

pass her, and she absently interchanges 
small ciyilities with them. She is think- 
ing over what Honor has been saying to 
her, and wondering what on earth she 
herself is capable of doing in order to 
earn a livelihood. On and on go her 
thoughts, keeping pace with her swiftly- 
flying feet. So pre-occnpied is she that, 
as she reaches the churchyard gate, she 
gives a little start of surprise to see Harry 
Gamett there before her. 

He has not seen her very often during 
these last few months, and has never eyeen 
her alone at all. Harry Gamett knows 
that Stephen Ingram has been constantly 
at Thimble HaU, and, with a man's un- 
reasoning demon of jealousy gnawing at 
his heart, he has kept away in consequence. 

*^ A penny for your thoughts," he says, 
as he raises his hat and comes to meet 
her. 
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" I have been thinking of how to make 
some pennies," she replies, with a dismal 
little attempt at a smile, as she shakes 
hands with him, and they enter the 
graveyard together. 

"Well, I hope your cogitations have 
been satisfactory," he says, more for the 
sake of saying something than for any 
other reason. 

"Not particularly. Harry 1" she ex- 
claims impulsively, and with a strong 
feminine desire to confide in some one, 
" I want to do something to earn my 
living." 

Harry Gamett is not a man of many 
words at any time. At this moment 
there are several feelings struggling for 
the mastery in his breast, and he does 
not answer immediately. 

" I am not fit to do anything 1 " she 
exclaims passionately, burying her face in 
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22 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

her hands as she sits by her father's 
grave. "There is Honor — she knows a 
deal more than I do. She is going as 
governess to Dr. Musgrave's children. 
But I," she exclaims vehemently, " am 
not fit for anything 1 " 

"Moira," he says gently, throwing 
himseK upon the green grass beside her, 
" I had no idea things were in this state. 
Let me offer you a home, Moira. Say 
* yes,' dear — do ! " 
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CHAPTEE III. 

"I PROMISE HERE, BY MY FATHER'S GRAVE." 

Over and over again in her mind had 
Moira O'Neill revolved upon how she 
could best make out a livelihood for her- 
self, but, strange to say, notwithstanding 
her oft-repeated emphatic assertions to 
Honor that she would marry any one for 
a home, still, in sober earnest, nothing 
could be more repugnant to her feelings. 
Since that memorable day of her father's 
death, Harry Garnett had never renewed 
his suit in any way, and the real truth is, 
Moira has forgotten all about what passed 
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between them upon that occasion. The 
start she gives is one of genuine surprise, 
as Harry, with his whole heart in his 
voice, repeats his proposal — 

"Let me offer you a home, Moira. 
Say * yes/ dear — do ! " 

She colours vividly and painfully over 
neck and face. The last time upon which 
he had spoken words of love to her recurs, 
with appalling distinctness, to her mind. 
All the incidents of the eventful evening 
pass in review before her mental vision, 
and she sees, with the cruelty of loving 
recollection, the dear dead face which the 
swallows had looked in and wondered 
at upon that sweet summer's evening. 

The remembrance maddens her. The 
wounds of her heart-sorrow are not yet 
healed. The place is sore, and ready to 
throb painfully at the sKghtest touch. 
Quick as thought her lively imagination 
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goes from the calm dead face, as she last 
saw it in the coffin, down to the grave 
beside which she sits. She has not cried 
for some time now. But this evening 
there is something in the time, the place, 
and the recollections evoked by Harry's 
words, all of which touch some sympa- 
thetic chord. Her full, red Kp quivers, 
the tears start to her eyes, and she bursts 
into a passionate fit of weeping. 

" Oh, Harry," she exclaims reproach- 
fully, whilst her tears fall fast, " how can 
you speak so to me at such a time ? How 
can you? How can you speak to me 
so ?" 

"Forgive me, Moira," says Harry, rue- 
fully. " I did not mean to be precipitate ; 
but you know how dear you are to' me, 
and you can scarcely blame me for want- 
ing to have an answer to a question which 
I asked you long ago — at least, some 
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monthB ago," — lie amends correctively 
and blunderingly. 

" Stop! stop ! " she pleads, with a Kttle 
agonized cry, as she presses her hand over 
her aching eyes. " I remember all about 
it now. For God's sake, don't speak of 
that miserable day." 

" Yes, Moira, I knew the sad recollec- 
tions any mention of the day must give 
birth to," says this young man with his 
customary want of diplomacy. "Try, 
however," he continues, sticking to his 
point with aU the pertinacity of a man in 
love, " and forget it, and " 

" Forget it ! " she suddenly and shrilly 
interrupts — at least with as shrill a tone 
in it as her meUow Irish voice is capable 
of. " What are you talking about ? Do 
you think that to my dying day I can 
ever forget seeing my darling father there 
sitting dead? Dead! My Godl" she- 
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ejaculates, whilst her sweet young face 
becomes contracted with agony. "It is 
too horrible to be true I How can God 
be a merciful God to cause us so much 
suffering? " 

" Hush, hush, Moira," he says, shocked 
and pained at her words. " You must not 
speak in such a manner. God," he con- 
tinues tritely, "has His own wise pur- 
poses for whatever He does." 

" It was cruel of Him to take my father 
from me," she sobs, bending down until 
her soft glowing^ cheek touches the tender 
green of the grass-grown grave. 

Harry Gamett longs to take this fair 
sweet woman to his heart, there to love 
and cherish her until his life's end. 

" You shouldn't rebel against the ways 
of Providence," he says, with that absence 
of originality for which he is remark- 
able. 
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" But I do rebel I " she exclaims, 
starting up energetically. ** I do rebel 1 " 
she continues emphatically. " I have 
done nothing to make God be so cruel 
to me. It is enough to make one curse 
God, as Job's comforter advised him to 
do. I shall never be so happy again as 
I have been with father. Oh, papa ! 
papa I dear, darling papa ! " she cries, her 
sobs breaking forth afresh. " Why were 
you taken away ? You would never have 
left us of your own accord." 

" Moira," says Harry in desperation, 

not quite Itnowing what kind of comfort 

to offer to so very unorthodox a young 
woman, "you know that even if your 

dear father had hved, that " 

"Yes," she interrupts again, as she 

raises herself upright from her recumbent 

position, her sweet eyes sparkling through 

her tears, "yes — I know that if father 
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had lived everything would have been 
different — I know that but too well." 

And the tears roll down her cheeks and 
fall upon the listless hands lying in her 
lap. 

" I was going to say, Moira," he con- 
tinues, unheeding the interruption, " that 
even if your father had Kved you could 
not always have expected to have lived 
on at Thimble Hall with him." 

As Harry Gamett utters this speech 
he blushes like a girl, and carefully scru- 
tinizes a neighbouring tombstone. 

"And pray why not?" she asks 
quickly, sharply, and unheedingly. 

"Because," he blurts out, "because 
some day or other you would have married, 
and left your father and Thimble Hall." 

"It should be something wonderfully 
attractive that ever would have induced 
me to have left my father." 
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As the girl speaks she honestly means 
what she says. 

" And have you reaUy no decided idea 
as to what you are to do?" he asks, 
apparently ignoring her last remark, al- 
though in reality it wounds him sorely. 

"No, none," she says wearily, clasping 
her hands and looking wistfully before 
her at the yeUow and russet-brown tree- 
tops mirrored against the mellow Sep- 
tember sky. 

" I suppose you aU intend living on at 
Thimble Hall?" 

" I suppose so. I don't see what else 
we are to do," she exclaims, with a ring 
of despairing bitterness in her voice. " If 
I knew any one subject thoroughly/' she 
continues, for Harry Gamett does not 
speak, ** I could try and get pupils, like 
Honor; but I know nothing properly. 
The Httle money we have is not sufficient 
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for the three of us, and I am sure I don't 
know what we are to do." 

" Moira," he says, drawing nearer to 
her, and laying his hand upon her two 
clasped ones, " let me decide for you." 

*' Oh 1 Harry," she replies, at the same 
time flushing a celestial rosy red, ** I am 
very sorry" — she does not coquet with 
him, and pretend to misunderstand him. 

" Moira ! " he exclaims, growing bolder, 
" let me offer you a home. Say you wiU 
be my wife, Moira ! You know my cir_ 
cumstances as weU as I do myself. I am 
not a wealthy man, but I can offer you 
comfort — and love, dear — ^if you wiU only 
say you will become my wife." 

It is undoubtedly a temptation to her. 
She does not know where to turn for 
some of the commonest wants of life; 
and she sees no prospect of being in any 
way able to earn the money necessary 
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to procure them. She heartily likes and 
respects Harry Gamett, but her heart tells 
her — and tells her truly — that she does 
not love him. She is a girl curiously 
wanting in the little fencings, and diffi- 
dences, and coquetries popularly sup- 
posed to add to the charm of her woman's 
manner. Her head, and not her heart, 
is engaged in this matter; and, affcer a 
minute's silence, she says dehberately — 

"Harry, I am very much obliged to 
you." 

Harry's heart, not unnaturally, sinks 
at the extreme cool friendliness of her 
tone. 

" There is nothing to thank me for," 
he answers, without looking at her face. 
" I love you dearly, Moira, and if you 
will become my wife I shall consider 
myself the luckiest fellow in the world." 

"Harry, I am awfully sorry, but — but 
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I shall always like you as a dear Mend." 
She turns her head away as she speaks. 
Her beautiful profile is right in his view, 
the very sight of it stirring up all the 
passionate love of his soul. He cannot 
bear the thought of losing her : it maddens 
him; and with a world of yearning love 
in his voice, he exclaims eagerly — 

" Moira, Moira ! I cannot be content 
with your merely liking me. Say you 
will try and love me. Say you will be 
my wife ! " 

The unmistakable ring of passionate 
emotion in his tone startles her a little. 
She had had no idea that undemonstra- 
tive, quiet Harry Gamett could be so far 
roused, and, in her secret soul, she, like 
every other woman who will acknowledge 
it even to herself, thinks all the more of 
him for it. She feels she has but one 
answer to give, and she has not the heart 
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to utter it. She knows how honest and 
true he is, and is perfectly satisfied that 
he fully means what he says. Moreover, 
she has a dim, undeveloped sort of idea 
that it would be a very good thing for her 
to marry this young man, and thus be 
placed above want for the rest of her 
mortal life. But, at the same time, 
Moira has grand, theoretical ideas con- 
cerning love. She has a very high ideal 
of the conjugal tie ; and her pure woman- 
hood rebels from the idea of giving her 
hand without her heart in it. 

** Harry,'* she says kindly, " you have 
asked me to do two things. One of them 
alone it would be in my power to do. I 
don't like to hurt you," she continues, 
^^ but you have asked me to try and love 
you, and you have asked me to become 
your wife." 

"Will you, dear?" he asks eagerly, 
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half nnheeding what she has said, and 
only recollecting that she seems to have 
given it some thought. ^*Will you be- 
come my wife? " 

** Would you care for an unloving wife, 
Harry ? " 

" No," he says slowly. " But do you not 
think you could try and love me, Moira ? " 

*^ I like you very much, Harry, and I 
thoroughly respect you, and you see I 
treat you like a brother in speaking so 
openly to you about our affairs; but, 
Harry — I hardly like to say it — ^it must 
only be a liking. If I were to say that I 
would become your wife, it would simply 
be for the sake of having a home of my 
own, and independence. That is the 
honest truth." 

"Moira" — ^like a drowning man, he 
catches at straws — " do you care for any 
one else ?" 
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" K you mean, am I in love with any 
one, most decidedly no," she says empha- 
tically. ** Kegarded from a lover-like point 
of view, aU mankind is the same to me." 

^* Then why not marry me, Moira ? I 
love you so dearly, and I would be so 
gentle and loving to you, that I feel sure 
you must love me in time." 

"I am afraid not, Harry," she says. 
** I will never marry a man unless I love 
him. I should feel an utterly degraded 
woman were I to do otherwise. I could 
not commit the sin of being an unloving 
wife, a wife merely because of the legal 
tie which would bind me, and an alien in 
my heart. If I were to marry without 
loving my husband, my Hfe would be one 
long penance." 

But Harry Gamett loves her too well, 
loves her too passionately to be thus 
repulsed by her passionless speech. He 
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cannot calmly give her up — this one fair 
woman who is all the world to him. He 
is too much blinded by his feelings to 
recognize the nobility of her character in 
thus speaking openly to him. He only 
thinks her cold-hearted, and has a faint 
and desperate hope that his importunity 
may warm her into life. 

'^Then I only ask one thing," he 
pleads, ** and that is, that as you do not 
care for any one else, will you consent to 
become engaged to me, and let me teach 
you to love me ? " 

*^No," she repKes gently, but firmly. 
*' If I were to engage myseK to you, I 
should feel almost married to you. Harry, 
let us forget that this has ever happened, 
and let us be good friends, as we have 
ever been." 

She holds out her hand as she speaks, 
and he takes it in both of his. Although 
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she will not hold out the faintest hope to 
him — she is too true to do anything of 
the kind — ^yet he cannot relinquish the 
hope of one day calling her by the name 
of wife. She is such a fair, sweet, pure 
woman to look upon ; so noble and regal- 
looking, as she sits there, even in her 
shabby black garments, that Harry Gar- 
nett may well be pardoned for being 
unable to oust her from the shrine of his 
heart. 

**Moira," he says, . as he tenderly 
strokes the large, firm, beautiful hand he 
holds in his, "I wish you could 'have 
loved me, dear, and have consented to 
have been my wife. I would have done 
my best to have made you happy. Ke- 
member, Moira, I am always your friend ; 
no matter what happens, I am ready to 
help you through evil report and good 
report.'* 
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Ah ! who can, with any certainty, cal- 
culate upon the workings of that most 
gloriously-uncertain piece of mechanism 
— the female heart ! 

As Harry speaks thus tenderly and un- 
selfishly, Moira is nearer loving hiTn than 
ever she has been in her life before. 

" Thank you, Harry," she says, at the 
same moment withdrawing her hand, and 
rising. *' I know you mean what you 
say. You know how I hate being under 
a compliment to any one, so I will give 
you the greatest proof of confidence that 
is in my nature to give any one, and that 
is — I promise you, here, by my dear 
father's grave, the most sacred spot in the 
world to me," she continues, with a little 
quiver of her sweet mouth, "that if ever 
I am in any emergency, and want a friend, 
that I will apply to you to be that 
friend." 
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"I am glad you trast me, Moira," is 
all lie says, as they turn and leave 
the little graveyard and walk down the 
road. 
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CHAPTEE IV. 

"hush! here is honor." 

Denuded of their summer and antumn 
dress, the trees look naked and miser- 
able. There is scarcely a bit of green 
abont the place, save a few holly bushes, 
•with their bright scarlet berries, and the 
evergreen creeper which covers the gable 
end of Thimble Hall. The garden and 
the whole place has a cheerless, desolate 
appearance. The flowers have all gone 
to their winter's sleep beneath the brown 
mould, which has a slackened look from 
the incessant rain of the preceding fort- 
night. The rose bushes look gaunt and 
straggling and dead — so lifeless and 
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barren-looking that it is hard to realize 
that, when the time of singing birds 
comes again, the fulness of the spring will 
again throng their pulses, and that the 
queen of flowers will spring from these 
bare, brown twigs. 

There are no singing birds to be heard, 
only the faint chirp of a few hungry- 
sparrows, or the hoarse, discordant notes 
of the rooks which built in the elms in 
the river lane. Por the time draws near 
the birth of Christ, and the weather is 
raw and cheerless, and there is over 
Thimble Hall and its inmates a feeliug of 
loneliness and depression, unsuitable to 
this season, so popularly, and so erro- 
neously, supposed to be one of universal 
rejoicing. 

The world has not been going on very 
smoothly for them lately. They have 
cruelly been feeling the want of needful 
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money, for the pittance which Honor 
receives as daily governess to Dr. 
Musgrave's children can scarcely be 
reckoned as any addition to their scanty 
income. 

Honor does not like the post, but, from 
some secret reason or other, she pursues 
her work quietly and pertinaciously, after 
the invariable custom of her sex, when 
one of them is once determined upon a 
thing. 

As for Moira, she is in the same rest- 
less, unsettled state- She alternately 
worries and caresses her aunt, attends to 
the housekeeping by fits and starts, or sits 
and dreams over the family records. Not 
unfrequently, after having revelled in 
descriptions of the glory, and power, and 
grandeur of the dead and gone O'Neills, 
she upbraids Honor for so far forgetting 
Jierself as to condescend to go out as a 
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daily governess. But this quiet and 
astute young person unheeds. her younger 
sister's remarks, and cahnly pursues the 
even tenor of her monotonous life. The 
children she has to teach are ill-bred and 
unruly, and Mrs. Musgrave is habitually 
in a state of chronic half-drunkenness; 
yet Honor does not complain. 

It wants but three days to Christmas 
Day ; and Honor and Moira sit in the 
little drawing-room about two o'clock in 
the afternoon. Outside the dwelling 
everything looks cheerless enough, and 
there is a bitter north-east wind blowing 
up from the cold-looking slaty-hued river^ 
Things look brighter in the room where 
the two girls are. There is a cheerful 
turf fire burning, which casts a ruddy 
glow over the dark, well-worn, well-kept 
old furniture, and which seems to linger 
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lovingly upon the rounded figure of Moira, 
as she half reclines upon the hearth-rug 
— ^her favourite post — ^with a couple of 
pillows under her head, and the family 
records open beside her. 

For the last hour Moira has heen 
giving her sister homoeopathic doses of 
the former grandeur of the O'Neills. 
Honor has listened with a pre-occupied 
look, now and then giving a vague assent, 
or dissent. Her eyes have a far-away 
half-startled look, and the most super- 
ficial observer could not but see that her 
thoughts are far away from the subject so 
dear to her younger sister's heart. 

" Honor," says the latter suddenly, and 
looking up from her precious records, " I 
forgot to ask you why you went down to 
Weirford this morning. You hadn't to 
go to your tuition, for your holidays 
commenced yesterday." 
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Honor's colour is a little heightened, 
and she pricks her finger with the needle 
with which she is working. 

^' I wanted some braid to do up this old 
dress," she replies laconically. 

"Did you meet any one?" questions 
Moira, tossing the records aside, and 
sitting up on the hearth-rug.? 

"Yes; several. I met WUly Swisher, 
-who gave me the week's paper." 

"Where is it?" eagerly exclaims her 
sister. ^'Last week Willy Swisher ad- 
vertised that there would be a Christmas 
story in it." 

" I left it in my bed-room," is the calm 
reply, and Honor bends over her work. 

" I'm too lazy to go for it," says Moira, 
shaking her ruddy head. " I'll get it 
when I go upstairs. Dear me, how 
awfully stupid everything is. I wish 
something out of the way would happen." 
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Ever the natural cry of the restless, 
aspiring young intellect. 

"I heard of something remarkable. 
Mrs. MacDermott has got a very severe 
attack of bronchitis. So Dr. Musgrave 
told me. I met him on the quay.'' 

^' Poor MacDermott 1 I am really very 
sorry ; " but as she speaks, a broad smile 
ripples over her sweet face, and attracts 
even her imperturbable sister, who her- 
self smiles, and says — 

"Sorry. Well, I must say your looks 
belie your words." 

Moira laughs outright. 

" I don't know how it is," she exclaims, 
the laughter still shining out of her 
bright eyes, " but I never even can hear 
MacDermott's name mentioned without 
laughing. How Mr. Ingram manages to 
get on with her I am sure I don't know." 

" Why, I seem to have met everybody 



Digitized by 



Google 



48 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

this morning," continues Honor with 
some animation. "I met Mr. Ingram 
also, and he said something about Mac- 
Dermott wanting to see you about the 
choir practices for Christmas Day. If 
she is very bad with bronchitis, of course 
she won't be able to lead, so, I presume, 
she wants you." 

" There's to be a practice to-night, you 
know," says Moira, with a little perplexed 
look, and a slight knitting of her straight, 
beautiful brows." 

"I know that. How angry the Dean 
will be if the choruses are not perfect." 

"Do you know. Honor," says Moira, 
thoughtfully, " I think I ought just to go 
down to Weirford and see MacDermott 
about the practices. You know if she is 
not able to lead, and wants me to do so, 
there are a lot of things I want to be put 
up to." 
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^* I think it would be the wisest plan," 
assents her sister. 

"Then," exclaims Moira, starting up 
energetically, "I had better go down, 
at once. Honor, if I am not at home 
to tea, you will know that I have stayed 
at MacDermott's, and you can come after 
me for the practice. Harry Gamett will 
be with you. He was here this morning, 
and said he was coming to take us there 
and back to-night." 

Moira rushes impetuously from the 
room, forgetting even the family records, 
which lie ignominiously upon the hearth- 
rug. No sooner has her sister left the 
place than Honor drops her work, picks 
up the dilapidated manuscript, opens it at 
what is evidently a well-known part^ and 
intently compares it with something 
written in a note-book which she takes 
from her pocket. 
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Dr. Musgrave had used no exaggera- 
tion when he had said that Mrs. Mao- 
Bermott had had a bad attack of bron- 
chitis. As Moira enters she beholds the 
singing-mistress seated in an arm-chair 
beside a huge fire in a very dirty grate 
and an xmtidy hearth. She is attired in 
a faded and tumbled-looking red flannel 
dressing-gown, over which is a soiled 
white far jacket, whilst her frizzly locks 
are surmounted by a knitted woollen cap, 
which is tied under her capacious chin. 
That the poor woman is very ill Moira 
sees at a glance, and says kindly — 

" Mrs. MacDermott, I am sorry to see 
you looking so ill." 

'^My sweet Miss Moira. There you 
are, looking like a sweet Christmas rose," 
she exclaims huskily. 

"Honor said Mr. Ingram said some- 
thing about your wanting to see me. 
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There — ^I can wait. Don't speak for a 
minute, if it makes you cough." 

" My dear young lady," says the music- 
mistress, as soon as she can recover her- 
self sufificiently to speak, ^* I don't know 
what to do about the choir." 

"You may rely upon me to do any- 
thing I can. I hope you know that," 
exclaims Moira, eagerly. " That is why 
I came down so early," she continues. 
" I thought you might have some direc- 
tions to give me." 

" My sweet Miss Moira, how can I ever 
thank you," says the poor music-mistress. 
** Would it be too much to ask you to 
sing over the whole of the Christmas 
anthem, so that I may be satisfied that 
you are perfect in it. You know how 
particular the Dean is." 

" Yes, I know. Horrid old man he is," 
exclaims Moira, with whom reverence for 
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her spiritual pastors and masters is not 
one of her virtues. ** I don't believe he 
knows ever when the choir goes wrong, 
much as he talks about it." 

"He is always finding fault with the 
siQging," sighs Mrs. MacDermott huskily. 

"Of course he is. He hkes to make 
himself of importance. How I should 
enjoy," she adds with some of her old glee 
in her tone and manner, "how I should 
enjoy singiag a solo with all sorts of out- 
rageously false notes in it — sharps and 
flats, and then persuading the Dean^ 
solemnly, that I was singing in a minor 
key." 

" Oh, Miss Moira, my dear Miss Moira," 
says Mrs. MacDermott, coughing and 
laughing, and holding her fat sides at 
the same time, "please don't make me 
laugh so much. It only brings on the 
coughing, and nearly chokes me." 
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"I am so sorry," exclaims the girl, 
trying to tone down her voice to a tone of 
decorous sympathy; "there now, Mac- 
Dermott, I promise you that until you 
are quite well I shall never dare to be 
as funny as I can." 

That last remark only sets Mrs. Mac- 
Dermott off coughing and laughing again. 

From some inexplicable cause or other 
Moira, ever since she has left Thimble 
Hall, feels in exuberant spirits. She 
wonders at herself, for of late their altered 
and straitened circumstances have been 
preying upon her impressionable mind. 
She has often marvelled at Honor for 
taking matters so coolly — ^had been think- 
ing of that very subject as she left home 
in the chill December afternoon. But as 
the quick walk sent her wann young blood 
coursing through her veins, so her spirits 
had seemed to rise most, unaccountably 
with every step she took. 
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Taking off her hat and out-of-door 
wraps, she stands by the window, because 
of the waning light of the December 
aitemoon, holding in her hand the score 
of the Chiistmas anthem. She looks 
more like the girl whom we first intro- 
duced to the reader than she has looked 
for many months past, for there is a 
light in her eyes, and a colour in her 
cheeks and on her full red lips, to which 
they have been for some time unac- 
customed. Her plain, tightly fitting 
black dress shows off her finely moulded 
form to advantage, as, with an attentive 
look upon her face, she Kstens to Mrs. 
MacDermott's instructions, and then, 
striking the key-note upon the piano, the 
room rings with the notes of her wild, 
fall, rich voice, as she sings the sweet 
old Christmas anthem. Her whole soul 
is in the music. Now tenderly pathetic, ' 
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now pleading, now wildly triumphant, her 
ever-varying conntenanoe harmonizes 
with the changes of her voice. As sha 
concludes, the old music-mistress, who 
is pardonably proud of her brilliant pupil^ 
asks her to sing the Christmas carol* 
Moira, who is so excited by the musio 
that she could sing on for hours, without 
feeling fatigue, at once assents, and sings 
a quaint old Christmas carol. 

"Bravo! Miss O'Neill, bravo!" say& 
a voice outside the door, and the next 
minute Stephen Ingram enters the room. 

The dim December light has been 
waning as Moira has, from memory, been 
singing the Christmas carol. She is 
standing in the fall light of the blazing 
fire, her head proudly erected, her 
shoulders well thrown back, and her 
hands clasped before her. Through the 
half-open door, Stephen Ingram had been 
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watching her secretly — ^watching every 
inflection of her glorious voice, every 
expression of her sweet, noble face. And 
as she stands in the blaze of the fire- 
light, the conviction forces itself upon 
him, like an inspiration, that she is not 
only one of the most magnificent yoiing 
women he has ever beheld, but also that 
she is a genius. 

Moira and he have met so very often 
within the past few months that, although 
there is a coarseness about him which 
grates upon the girl, yet they have 
become very good friends in the ordinary 
acceptation of the term. He has come 
to be pretty well acquainted with their 
circumstances, and after a little desultory 
conversation, he says suddenly : 

" Miss O'Neill, you have a magnificent 
voice.'^ 

** Thanks, very many, for your good 
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opinion," she says, mth a Kttle smile, as 
she seats herself upon a low stool by the 
fireside. "I am sure," she continues, 
with a merry laugh, " I hope the Dean 
wiU think so." 

*^I trust so, my dear Miss Moira, I 
trust so," interposes Mrs. MaoDermott, 
whose voice seems to come somewhere 
from the depths of the flannel dressing- 
gown. 

"Pshaw! " ejaculates Stephen Ingram, 
who is standing leaning with his elbow on 
the mantelpiece, looking down at Moira's 
lovely upturned face. " Miss O'Neill, you 
have a fortune in your voice." 

"What do you mean?" asks the girl 
eagerly and quickly. 

" I mean to say this," he says earnestly, 
"that if you were to go over to London, 
,and become a public singer, or an actress 
— ^you would make a capital actress — ^that 
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with your voice and your appearance yon 
would make your fortune." 

A dark flush passes over Moira's face, 
and she hastily averts her eyes. She is 
gratified, for this young woman dearly 
loves admiration, but she is also a httle 
piqued at the suggestion. 

"Thank you," she says, somewhat 
stiffly. " I should not care to sing or to 
act in public. I would be very willing to 
teach, if I could make money in that way." 

"Nonsense!" he repUes. "What 
matter how one makes money, so long 
as it is honestly made ? " 

"I don't think so at all," she asserts, 
in a contradictory tone, although they 
are the veiy sentiments she has often 
given utterance to when speaking to 
Honor. "I think it is of very great 
importance how one, especially a woman, 
earns money." 
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" Well," he says, sticking to his point, 
" all I can tell you is this : I haye seen 
enough of actresses and acting, one way 
or another, and I feel convinced that if 
you were to go on the stage, that you 
would realize a fortune in a few years." 

Honor and Harry Gamett call for 
Moira some couple of hours later, and 
they all, accompanied by Stephen Ingram, 
proceed to the choir. The latter criti- 
cally watches Moira's every accent and 
gesture, and, finally, makes one of the 
party walking towards Thimble Hall when 
the practising is over. 

A number of young people are going 
the same way, so they all walk on in 
company. Stephen Ingram and Moira 
walk together, and he takes advantage of 
having her to himself to renew the couf 
versation which he had conmienced at 
the music-mistress's. 
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**I should like to know something 
more about it, but I should not like 
Honor or Aunt Juliana to know. I know 
they would have a horror of anything of 
the kind.". 

"Cannot you come down to Mrs. 
MacDermott's, and let us have a chat 
over it ? '* he suggests. 

" Very well," she reluctantly answers. 
. He has excited her imagination by his 
stories of theatrical life, and she wants to 
hear more about it, whilst, on the other 
hand, she does not care to seem to make 
an appointment with him. 

" Then you will manage to be at 
Mrs. MacDermott's on Sunday afternoon 
next ? " says Stephen Ingram, stiU hold- 
ing her hand as they stop at the garden- 
gate. 

" I will try," she replies in a low tone, 
*^ Hush ! Here is Honor." 
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CHAPTER V. 

DESDEMONA. 

As Stephen Ingram walks down the 
road alone, for Harry Gamett's path lies 
in the opposite direction, he is more than 
pleased at having, to some extent, estab- 
lished a secret understanding between 
Moira and himself.. For months past he 
has been doing his best to get up a flirta- 
tion with her, but all to no purpose. The 
girl's perfect frankness and straightfor- 
wardness of demeanour has been the 
stumbling-block. He has now not alone 
had a private conversation with her, but 
has actually arranged an appointment ; 
and he smiles to himself a little self-satis- 
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fied smile, as he walks along the quay in 
the direction of Mrs. MacDermott's. 

Everything is going on apparently 
smoothly for this man. Moira's in- 
difference has piqued him; and his 
complacency and vanity are now gratified 
to think he has aroused her from her 
state of apathy towards him. He has 
never been accustomed to have been 
treated indifferently by women, and this 
girl's coolness had exasperated him more 
than he was willing to acknowledge even 
to himself, or, indeed, even more than he 
was aware of. His love of power — the 
desire to have an ascendancy over every 
one who comes in his path — ^is Stephen 
Ingram's predominant moral attribute. 
Moira is one of the few who instinct- 
ively rebelled against him ; and Stephen 
Ingram smiles to himself as he pictures 
how pleasant it will be if he can make 



Digitized by 



Google 



DESDEMONA. 63 



himseK the director of her actions, get 
her into his power by degrees, and mth- 
out letting her have any knowledge of the 
fact, and then, when she was fairly in- 
volved in the meshes, to show her that 
she may as well be guided by him. He 
thinks nothing of the girl's spirited nature, 
does not take into account her im- 
petuous temperament. And thus it is 
that, thoroughly imbued with a sense 
of his own mental superiority, and sub- 
limely and sedately ignorant of any know- 
ledge of the girl's real nature, he rolls 
darkling down the torrent of his fate. 

During the walk from Weirford Stephen 
Ingram had plied Moira with so many 
glowing stories of theatrical life, that the 
girl, despite her inherent dishke to pub- 
licity of the kind, has had her imagina- 
tion influenced at the thought of its being 
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in her power to achieve successes such as 
he spoke of. The state of excitability iu 
which she is does not escape the notice 
of Honor's quick, quiet, keen eye. The 
latter damsel divests herself of her hat 
and wraps, and sits down calmly to her 
frugal supper of bread and milk. Not so 
Moira. She paces restlessly up and down 
the room, pitching her hat here, and her 
shawl there, and finally throws herself 
into an arm-chair beside the fire, which 
the careful Honor has just replenished. 
She does not speak, but gazes Kstlessly 
into the glowing and whitening turf 
embers, and at their pale blue peat smoke 
which goes curling up the wide chimney. 
There she sits, and presently she becomes 
oblivious of the presence of Honor. She 
builds fair castles, with stately staircases, 
on which she ascends to the summits of 
her imagination. 
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"Are you going to have any supper, 
Moira?" inquires Honor, who has been 
vigorously attacking the bread-and-butter 
and milk. 

"What are you saying?" says Moira, 
awakening from her reverie with a start, 
sitting upright and staring at her sister. 

" I only want to know if you mean to 
have any supper; if not, I may as well 
put away the bread and butter.'* 

** Supper, oh yes ! I'll have some pre- 
sently." It is somewhat of a descent 
from Juliet and Ophelia to the more 
mundane matters of bread-and-butter and 
milk. 

" How cold the weather is 1 " As 
Honor speaks she shivers, draws a low 
chair to the fireside, and places her feet 
upon the fender. 

"Very," responds her sister, as she 

takes a draught of milk, saying, as she 
VOL. n. p 
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puts down the glass, *'that milk is as 
cold as ice." 

From some inexplicable cause or other 
there seems to be a restraint between the 
sisters. Each one is conscious of it, 
although neither confesses it to the other. 
They both sit silently gazing iuto the 
fire, when at last the loquacious Moira, 
to whom it is absolute pain to sit silent, 
says — 

"Honor, suppose you were an actress, 
which of Shakespeare's characters would 
you like to portray ? " 

Like all dramatic aspirants, she has the 
idea of commencing her career with a 
Shakespearian heroine. 

" Desdemona, most decidedly," is the 
prompt reply. 

" Desdemona ! " repeats her sister, 
opening her sweet eyes, and looking at 
Honor. 
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"Yes* Why do you wonder at my 
saying so ? '' 

"Because'* — here Moira knits her 
brows in a comically abstruse manner — 
" well, perhaps I have not read the play 
aright, and therefore have not got a 
proper conception of the character; but 
I don't think I should choose Besdemona. 
She has always seemed to me to be rather 
mean-spirited. Eather namby-pamby, in 
fact.'^ 

"I don't think so at aU," replies 
Honor, in her quiet, decided voice. " I 
have always pitied Desdemona inexpres- 
sibly." 

" So have I," interposes Moira, with 
her customary bluntness. " I have always 
pitied her for her infatuation in marrying 
a nigger. I declare I think a decent 
white woman who could do such a thing 
deserved to be smothered." 
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Honor cannot avoid laughing outriglit 
at the quaint way in which Moira ex- 
presses herself, and veers off so suddenly 
from the sublime to the ridiculous. 

^' That's not exactly why I pity Desde- 
mona," she replies, stiU laughing. **I 
pity her," she continues in a graver tone, 
** because she was misunderstood and 
doubted." 

"Yes," says Moira, dreamfally — ^this 
young woman's moods are very variable — 
"I see now what you mean. Yes, it 
must be an awful thing to have given all 
her love and trust as unreservedly as she 
did, and then to have been doubted. 
Honor ! " she exclaims, leaning forward 
and speaking emphatically, " if any man 
treated me in that way — ^any man I loved, 
of course, I mean," she interpolates, ** I 
think I should kill him." 

" No, you wouldn't do anything of the 
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kind," answers Honor, in her calm, even 
voice. " People don't do these things in 
the nineteenth century." 

** Yes, I should, though," she again 
asserts emphatically. ** I could do any- 
thing to a man who would first win my 
trust, and then hetray it." 

*' Othello did not betray Desdemona's 
trust." When Honor makes up her mind 
upon a subject she invariably sticks to it. 
^' In my opinion, Othello's jealousy was 
a great comphment to Desdemona. It 
only showed how very much he loved 
her. There is no true love without 
jealousy." 

"Honor," says Moira, gravely — she has 
been attentively listening to her sister's 
remarks — "I didn't think you were so 

clever." 

**In what does my cleverness consist?" 
asks Honor, laughingly, as she replenishes 
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the fire with some sods of turf from a 
basket beside her. 

**You seem to know all about Shake- 
speare ! " returns Moira, in surprise. 
Tell me," she continues, with some 
amoimt of interest in her voice, " what 
is your conception of the character of 
Desdemona?" 

**I admire Desdemona as much as I 
pity her," says Honor. " She was a true 
woman in all her instincts." 

" Oh ! Honor," interrupts her lively 
sister, **how can you say so? A true 
woman to marry a black ! " 

^' Her choice may seem wrong, cer- 
tainly," admits Honor, unheeding the 
interruption; **but you must admit 
Othello gained her by that feeling which 
naturally induces woman to honour in 
man her protector and her guide." 

^^What is that?" asks Moirtf, who, 
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with her elbows on her knees, and her 
chin resting on her hands, is attentively 
listening to her sister's criticisms. 

"Why, by admiration of his deter- 
mined heroism, and compassion for the 
sufferings he had undergone. What does 
the Moor himself say ? — 

*' She loved me for the dangers I had passed ; 
And I loved her, that she did pity them, 
This is the only witchcraft I have used.' 

Yes, I can quite fancy," continues 
Honor, **the gentle loYing Desdemona 
looking up to and worshippiug the rugged 
world-worn man." 

*'I consider Desdemona was a rather 
free-and-easy young woman," says Moira, 
without moving from her comfortable, 
although ungraceful, position. 

"In what way?" asks Honor, in no 
little surprise. 
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"Because slie spoke so plainly to 
Othello, that he could not do less than 
propose to her. What does he say?'* 
quoth Moira, with a mischievous sparkle 
in her eyes : — 

* My story being done, 
She gave me for my pains a world of sighs ; 
She swore — ^in faith — 'twas strange, 'twas passing 

strange ; 
•Twas pitiful ! 'twas wondrons pitiful. 
She wish'd she had not heard it ; yet she wish'd 
That heaven had made her such a man; she 

ihank'd me ; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that loved her, 
I should but teach him how to tell my story. 
And that would woo her. 
Upon this hint I spake.' 

I should think he could do no less.'* 
**For goodness' sake, stop, Moira," 

laughs Honor; "you always see the 

ridiculous side of a suhject." 
"I know I do," she replies, a little 

comically rueful smUe overspreading her 
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Bweet face; "but, confess now, Honor, 
don't yon think there's something laugh- 
able about everything and everybody? '* 

" Man is the only laughing animal," 
sententiously remarks Honor. 

" Hyenas, too," responds her sister. 

"Nonsense," replies the elder girl. 
" I read somewhere or other that it is all 
a fallacy to say that hyenas laugh. Some 
great comparative anatomist has disco- 
vered that they haven't the risible mus- 
cles, and therefore man stands alone." 

"It's a very humiliating reflection," 
says Moira, the smUe still lurking around 
the comers of her sensitive mouth. 

"Why?" 

"Because I am very sure Providence 
would never have made man the only 
laughing animal if it had not considered 
him the most laughable." 

" Moira, if you begin to talk in this 
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manner, I shall be reluctantly obliged to 
consider you a clever young woman." 

**I am sure I only wish I were," says 
Moira with a little sigh. 

"You are clever," replies her sister, 
looking seriously at her, " one of the 
cleverest girls I know." 

"Absurd!" but as Moira utters this 
ejaculation a little gratified flush over- 
spreads her face, and she looks incredu- 
lously at her sister. 

"Yes, you are," persists Honor, "one 
of the very cleverest girls I know." 

"You don't know many," responds 
the other one. " May I ask in what 
my cleverness consists ? " 

" In various ways," says Honor vaguely. 
" For instance, I think you could write a 
story if you tried." 

"I don't believe I could. I am not 
sufficiently educated." 
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" Very much education is not required 
for the purpose of weaving a work of 
fiction," replies Honor, with the air of 
one who knows. ** In fact, it is the only 
profession in which mother-wit supplies 
the place of especial education." 

Moira listens attentively, and at length 
hazards a remark. ** There are other 
professions, too," she says. 

^' "What are they?" 

"The stage, for instance." Moira 
colours as she speaks, turns her face from 
the lamplight, and gazes into the dull red 
embers. 

" That is quite out of the question for 
respectable women. Entirely out of the 
question for a lady," replies Honor 
primly. 

Moira makes no reply. She is not pre- 
pared to refute Honor's assertion, and 
therefore takes refuge in silence. 
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"It is all very well for a woman to 
turite for the stage," she continues, as 
Moira does not speak; "but in my 
opinion no decent-minded woman Would 
willingly go on the stage." 

"Do you consider all the great actresses, 
like Peg Woffington, Miss O'Neill, and, 
in our own day, Helen Faucit, and 
such women, were not decent-minded 
women?" humbly asks Moira, without 
yet turning her face to the Ught. 

"It has been the fashion to admire 
them," says Honor with a little super- 
cilious raising of her pretty eyebrows; 
"but I cannot say I should care to 
emulate them. They must have gone 
through a great deal that must have 
been repugnant to any woman of refined 
mind." 

" All honour be to them 1 " exclaims 
Moira stoutly. "I dare say it was the 
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true love of their art which induced them 
to do so." 

" I cannot fancy so." 

" I can, then ; and I must say this — 
that I consider if a woman writes for the 
stage for the purpose of getting money, 
and puts into her drama such female 
characters as she would not, under any 
circumstances, play herself, yet would 
expect others to play them, she is far 
more reprehensible than the actresses." 

"It's too late to discuss the matter 
any more," says Honor, rising and light- 
ing a bed-room candle. " Why, you 
haven't eaten any supper, Moira, you 
have been chattering away so fast." 

" I'll take some now* Don't wait for 
jne. I'U be up after you in five minutes." 

But Moira does not keep her word. 
More than half an hour passes, yet still 
she sits there — the bread-and-butter yet 
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untouched. She is revolving in her mind 
all that Honor has said. She has a great 
respect for her elder sister's opinion, and 
her evident and decided objection to the 
profession of an actress strikes her as 
being somewhat of a coincidence, when 
she thinks of her recent conversation with 
Stephen Ingram. 

Crash ! The sods of turf which Honor 
has so deftly built up fall together, send- 
ing up a volley of sparks. The lamp also 
is burning dimly, and Moira, although 
feeling painfully wide awake, rises and 
creeps stealthily up to her bed-room^ 
where she finds Honor sound asleep. 

The Sunday morning is several hours 
old ere drowsiness steals over Moira. 
But although insensible to outward sur- 
roimdings, her busy brain is active, and 
she dreams. 
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It seems but a minute since she closed 
her eyes in slumber. With a start she 
awakes to find that Honor is already far 
advanced with her morning's toilette, and 
that the wintry December sunlight is 
flooding the room. 
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CHAPTEE VI. . 

" A MEEBY CHRISTMAS TO YOU." 

*' Why," she exclaims, sitting up in bed 
and rubbing Iter eyes, " I had no idea it 
was time to get up. What o'clock is it. 
Honor?" 

" Nearly nine," replies that damsel as 
she raises her dripping countenance from 
the wash-hand basin; " and it's a very 
cold morning, I can tell you. The water 
is freezing." 

" It's awfully cold," says Moira, with a 
little shudder, as she lies back sleepily and 
lazily upon her pillows. " I wish I were 
dressed without the trouble of doing so." 
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**I wish you were. Isn't that helping 
you?" As Honor speaks she turns her 
glowing face towards her sister. " I am 
quite in a heat now, after splashing about 
in the cold water." 

"I'm. afraid I haven't the courage to 
attempt it," she says, gazing disconso- 
lately at the bath, "it's almost too much 
of a good thing. I feel quite inclined to 
give myseK a Christmas holiday from 
cold baths." 

" Come, Moira, get up, there's a good 
girl," replies Honor, as she dexterously 
rolls her ruddy masses of hair around her 
small shapely head. " I'm going down 
now to make the breakfast. Aunt Juliana 
will be down before me if I don't hurry." 

" AU right. I'U be down time enough. 
For goodness' sake, let me get my eyes 
open. I feel as if I had had scarcely any 
sleep." 

VOL. n. G 
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" The argumentative mood in whicli 
you were last night hindered you from 
sleeping, perhaps." 

** Perhaps, But you were just as argu- 
mentative as I was," retorted Moira. 
"Anyhow, I didn't go to sleep for hours 
after I went to bed, whatever was the 
matter with me. I generally put my 
head on the pillow, and I'm off." 

** I'm aware of that," replies her sister 
drily. 

"When I did go to sleep last night," 
continues Moira, unheeding the interrup- 
tion, or the tone in which Honor speaks, 
" I had a most extraordinary dream, I 
generally sleep too soundly to dream, but 
last night I thought " 

"Don't teU your dream before break- 
fast — ^it's unlucky," interposes Honor, 
who is rapidly putting the finishing 
touches to her toilette. " I haven't time 
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to hear it now, anyhow. So hurry down, 
Moira. I hear Aunt Juliana on the 
stairs." 

As Honor concludes, she hastily leaves 
the bed-room ; and Moira, urged thereto 
by the chilliness of the atmosphere, 
quickly performs her ablutions, and gets 
through her dressing in an almost in- 
credibly short space of time. 

**Good morning. Aunt JuHana," she 
says, as she enters the parlour, and hugs 
the countess in her customary demonstra- 
tive manner. "I'm frozen," she con- 
tinues, as she kneels on the hearthrug, 
and holds out her hands to the grateful 
blaze. 

"Ah," sighs the countess, who is enve- 
loped in a thick woollen shawl, with a 
knitted red and black woollen capeline 
surmounting her weedy ringlets, "there 
is no climate in the world like that of 
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dear Venice. I always feel quite out of 
my element on British soil. Foreign 
tastes and foreign habits come so natu- 
rally to me.'* 

"I thought Venice rather stupid," 
asserts Moira, contradictiously. " Didn't 
you, Honor?" she asks, turning and 
appealing to her sister, with a look as 
much as to tell her to corroborate what 
she says. 

"I'm sure I forget Venice in particu- 
lar," replies Honor, all whose faculties 
seem to be concentrated iu gauging how 
much water she is to put into the teapot. 

" Then I don't," persists Moira, nodding 
her head. " I remember. Aunt Juliana, 
that we were awfully hard up, and that 
poor papa had to wait until a picture- 
dealer in London sent us money enough 
to enable us to leave the place." 

" I see no use in recalling such memo- 
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ries," responds the Countess di Valignao, 
as she caxefully trims the piece of bacon 
on her plate. " Dear Venice is associated 
in my mind with all that is pleasant — 
with gondolas, and serenades, and.becca- 
fioos, and my sainted husband," 

As the countess concludes she wipes 
away the supposititious tear which her 
viyid imagination conjures up whenever 
she speaks of the late Count di Valignac, 

Both girls preserve an ominous silence, 
and carefully abstain from meeting each 
other's gaze. 

**Your father might have been very 
comfortable in Venice," pursues the 
countess, heedless of the existing state of 
feeling. She has not very sensitive feel- 
ings, and does not feel things instinctively. 
" Very comfortable indeed," she con- 
tinues, " if he had only taken my advice, 
and had married that rich widow." 
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*' What ! " exclaims Moira, " do you 
mean that rich, vulgar widow, Mrs. 
Tomkins Fitz- Smyth, who fell in love 
with dear papa ? " 

^' Of com-se. I could mean no one else. 
It would have been a very good thing for 
your father; but, of course," she adds 
with a little sigh, "he was too self- 
opinionated, and would not take, my 
advice." 

" I'm precious glad he didn't," replies 
Moira ; "it would have lowered him very 
much in my estimation to think he would 
have married a rich, vulgar woman for 
the sake of her money." 

"Well," says the countess compla- 
cently, "you see how she was sought 
after, and married that interesting-looking 
Prince Ladisky. He used to come and 
serenade her at night. It was so sweet 
to listen to his broken English. Ahl 
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dear Venice, those days are gone for 
ever." 

"Yes; I remember it all," laughs 
Moira, rising and taking her seat at the 
table. " Honor, don't you recollect the 
fun you and I and poor dear papa used to 
have, listening to the- prince's old cracked 
voice and his broken English, and how 
he used to call Mrs. Tomkins Fitz- Smyth 
his ^ Ingleese nose ! ' for his ' EngHsh 
rose ' ? It was I taught him that. That 
was one of the sins of my youth," and 
the girl laughs gleefully. 

" Eat your breakfast and keep yom-self 
quiet," returns Honor with an assump- 
tion of gravity, whilst a little smile lurks 
around the comers of her mouth, and 
shines out of her eyes. She dreads 
an altercation between Moira and her 
aunt, for the countess invariably gets the 
worst of it, and is, consequently, iq a 
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state of ill-temper for the remainder of 
the day. "What about this dream of 
yours ? " she continues, anxious to divert 
the conversation into another channel. 

** I've broken my fast, so I suppose I 
may tell it ? " says Moira, anxiously. 

"Don't be so superstitious 1 " laughs 
her sister. Go pn — let us hear it." 

" Now, Aunt Juliana," says Moira, who 
always feels a fit of remorse after teasing 
her relative, and who now wishes to 
conciliate her, "this is a most wonder- 
ful dream. Listen to it, and tell me what 
you think of it. You know you are 
first-rate at interpreting dreams. Not 
that I believe in them," she adds. 

" Whether you believe in them or not, 
dreams come true occasionally," replies 
the countess, with an important air. 
" My Continental experience has taught 
me that." 
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" All right, Aunt Juliana. Just listen 
to my dream. 

" I thought I was in the garden, with 
dear papa, when all at once the ground 
just before the hall-door opened, and 
papa desired me to enter the chasm, 
telling me at the same time I was dead. 
I did not feel at all frightened, and 
obeyed him. I no sooner entered the 
chasm than it closed over my head, and 
I was wandering about somewhere in the 
dark. At length I seemed to see a 
glimmer of light, and going towards it 
emerged into the daylight again, and 
found I was in the river-lane. There 
was a man there on a white horse, who 
leaned down to me, took my hand and 
put me sitting on the saddle before him. 
We galloped down the lane, and, to my 
horror, the horse dashed into the river. 
I screamed out; but what was my amaze- 
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ment when I looked up to see a battle 
going on in the sky. Everytliing was 
red. The horses were red, the soldiers 
were red, and the smoke was red. I was 
terrified. I heard distinctly the cries of 
the wounded and the roaring of the 
artillery ; and then, to add to my fright, 
I felt the horse upon which I was 
plunging deeper and deeper into the 
water, and felt sure every minute must 
be the last. At this moment I saw a 
hugh red cross slowly descend from the 
midst of the battle and advance towards 
me. I frantically grasped it to keep 
myself from drowning, but very nearly 
let it go, as it felt red-hot. However, 
I kept tight hold of it, managed to 
scramble upon it, and found myself in 
the midst of the battle. Suddenly 
another cross was held out to me. Upon 
it I also climbed; but no sooner was I 
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upon it than I found it so hot, that I 
was glad to grasp another. I seemed to 
cHmb upon an endless succession of these 
red-hot crosses with the battle roaring 
beneath; and in the midst of it — I 
awoke." 

The girl concludes, her eyes dilated, 
her lips quivering, and her whole frame 
trembling with excitement. Honor even 
— who is of so customarily and undemon- 
strative nature — blocks at her sister with 
a heightened colour and a curious look 
in her violet grey eyes, 

"Well, Aunt Juliana, what do you 
think of my dream ? " asks Moira, for 
no one speaks as she concludes. 

"It is a very remarkable one," says 
the old lady gravely, " and one which I 
must take some time to think about." 

"Oh, Lucrezia dear!" exclaims her 
lively niece, "it's not worth taking all 
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that bother about it. Tell me right off, 
as the Yankees say." 

"No, my dearl" repHes her aunt. 
" Yours is a most remarkable dream, and 
I must think over it." 

Moira has officiated at the organ in 
the cathedral in lieu of Mrs. MacDermott, 
who is now not alone very ill, but con- 
fined to her bed. The girl is therefore 
somewhat in a dilemma as to how she 
is to arrange the promised meeting this 
afternoon with Stephen Ingram. Dinner 
is over; her aunt is drowsily nodding 
in an easy chair by the fire, and Honor 
is curled up on the sofa with a book. 
Moira makes a pretence of reading, and, 
at length, throwing aside the volume, she 
says abruptly — 

"Honor, I'm awfully restless. I 
cannot sit still, so I'll just go down and 
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stay with MacDermott until you come 
down to evening service," 

" Very well," is the cahn reply, and 
Honor does not even raise her eyes from 
her book. She is too well accustomed 
to the erratic movements of her younger 
sister to make any particular comment 
thereupon. 

Moira walks briskly along the road to 
Weirford. The keen nipping December 
air brings a bright colour to her cheek, 
and excitement lends an additional lustre 
to her eyes; and as she comes face to 
face with Stephen Ingram, as he leisurely 
walks along the quay, he thinks her one 
of the prettiest girls he has ever seen. 
She is the first to speak. 

^'Good evening, Mr. Ingram. I was 
coming to keep my appointment, you 
see." 

^^And I was just hurrying home to 
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Mrs. MaoDermott's to meet you," lie 
replies, looking at her with undisguised 
admiration. " You may as well turn and 
come my way through the close." 

She obeys, and they walk on quickly. 
The shadows of the Christmas Eve are 
gathering around them as they turn the 
comer of the cathedral-close, and come 
face to face with Willy Swisher, who 
gives a httle start and inquisitive look 
at seeing them together. 

"A merry Christmas to you. Miss 
Moira, and many of them," he says, as 
he takes her proflfered hand. 
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" A MERRY Christmas to you, Miss Moira, 
and many of them," says Willy Swisher, 
taking her proffered hand. "We are 
going to have a green Christmas, you see." 

*' I am afraid so," she replies. " How- 
ever, such as the Christmases are, I wish 
you many happy returns of them." 

" Thank you. Miss Moira," he says, at 
the same time raising his hat and adding, 
" How is your sister ? " 

" Quite well, thanks* I am just going 
round to see poor Mrs. MacDermott, who 
is very ill." 
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As Moira makes this last assertion she 
lowers her eyes, and a deeper flush comes 
into her cheek. She knows she is pre- 
varicating, and she feels Willy Swisher 
knows it. She has a profomid respect 
for Willy Swisher's keenness and clever- 
ness, and wishes they had not met him 
this afternoon. He makes no reply, and 
Stephen Ingram interposes. 

"Yes. Poor Mrs. MacDermott has 
got a very bad attack, and Miss O'Neill 
has been doing the good Samaritan in the 
way of helping her in her professional 
duties." 

From the very depths of her soul, 
from some inexplicable reason or other, 
Moira wishes most heartily that Stephen 
Ingram had not made the foregoing 
officious statement. 

'^Very kind of you, Miss Moira," re- 
plies the editor of the Weirford Watch- 



Digitized by 



Google 



MRS. MACDERMOTT's LODGER. 97 

many pointedly addressing the young girl, 
and adding, "Do Mrs. MaoDermott's 
professional duties occupy you all day ? " 

"No. Why do you ask?" inquires 
Moira with a shghtly puzzled air. 

" I'm nearly as bad as a woman," is 
the somewhat irrelevant remark as the 
editor extends his hand with what, even 
in the dim light of the December after- 
noon, Moira can detect to be a cynical 
little smile flitting over his customarily 
imperturbable countenance. 

"You are quite oracular in your re- 
marks this evening, Mr. Swisher," she 
says, with an uneasy little laugh. " Why 
do you say you are nearly as bad as a 
woman ? " 

" Because I seldom have a reason for 
what I say. * I act and speak from im- 
pulse,' as your sex say when they do 
anything reprehensible. The real reading 
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generally is, not that they have not a 
reason for what they do, but that they 
decline to give it." 

There is an angry feeling arising in 
Stephen Ingram's mind. The editor is, 
jn some respects, too clever for him, and 
with the arrogance of a dull man, he 
resents this as a sort of personal aflEront. 
For the time being he looks upon Moira 
as his own peculiar property, and he 
decidedly objects to her being monopo- 
lized by Willy Swisher. He has not 
much tact, and he blurts out — 

"It seems to me you expect Miss 
O'NeiU to give you a reason for her 
actions." 

"I am not so unreasonable," replies 
the editor with a peculiar look and tone, 
as he shakes Moira's hand. " Good even- 
ing. Miss Moira. Give my best wishes 
for the season to Mrs. MacDermott, 
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and tell her I trust she will soon be able 
to resume her duties, and relieve you. 
Good-bye," and, raising his hat, the 
editor walks briskly away in the opposite 
direction from Moira and Stephen 
Ingram. 

Willy Swisher walks on fast through 
the town and suburbs of Weirford, and 
at length gains the country road leading 
to Thimble Hall. The editor is in a 
meditative mood this afternoon, and 
scarcely returns the salutations of the 
many friends and acquaintances whom 
he encounters. He meets fewer as he 
leaves the town and walks more slowly, 
his head bent down, and his hands buried 
deeply in his coat pockets. He is a 
keen-looking, clever-looking man of about 
thirty-eight or forty years of age, rather 
dark-complexioned, and with a pair of 
large restless grey eyes. Just now they 
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have a troubled look, and there is a tender 
wistful expression in them with which few 
could credit the customarily shrewd, sar- 
castic, worldly-wise editor, so generally 
hated and feared. 

He reaches the gate of Thimble Eall^ 
and stops as though he would enter. His 
hand is on the latch of the gate, but with 
a Httle decisive contraction of his heavy 
brows he turns away, and walks up the 
road. There is no one in sight. The 
place is as lonely and dreary as can well 
be conceived; but the editor does not 
heed it, so buried is he in his thoughts. 
He takes a weU-coloured meerschaum 
&om his pocket, fills it and lights it, and 
puffs away at it meditatively for the best 
part of half an hour. WiUy Swisher 
always has recourse to a pipe when he is 
in any mental perturbation: it soothes 
him and helps him to think calmly. And 
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this evening's pipe is no exception to the 
general rule. 

For gradually all disturbing images 
fade a:way from his brain, and he sees 
only before him the fair, pale, sweet face 
of a woman. An ordinarily fair, pleasing 
woman's face it is to the casual observer. 
But Willy Swisher sees it through the 
rare halo of sympathetic and appreciative 
friendship ; and he beholds that small 
feminine face transfigured with the radi- 
ance of an indomitable spirit; a spirit 
with an enormous capacity of doing, en- 
joying, and suffering; a spirit with a 
certain goal to be reached, and a con- 
sciousness within itself that by much 
patience and tribulation that goal must 
be attained, or the purpose of its life will 
not have been fulfilled. 

The editor looks reverently upon thd 
vision of this fair face, and it diffuses a 
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calm throughout his being, as the sight 
of a sculptured saint calms the heart and 
restless feelings of the devotee. He 
thinks of his own hitherto questionable 
life, and as he does so a bitter feeling of 
his own unworthiness to approach this 
fair-faced woman comes over him, and 
his heart sinks into an abyss of seK- 
depreciation, so utterly opposed to his 
nature as it is judged by the world at 
large, that it is more than probable that 
world would not have recognized him to 
be Willy Swisher, the dreaded cynical 
editor of the Weirford Watchman. 

Puff! his pipe has gone out. The 
editor does not light another. He puts 
the pipe into its case, and retracing his 
steps, walks back down the road, opens 
the gate of Thimble Hall, and knocks at 
the door. 

He is admitted to the presence of the 
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Countess di Valignao and Honor, who are 
sitting one at each side of the blazing 
turf fire, on this bleak Christmas Eve. 
There is no light save that from the 
burning turf which throws its ruddy and 
fitful gleam upon the black-robed figures 
of the two women. * The countess greets 
him warmly— he always brings some 
news of the outer world; and Honor no 
less so, although with her customary 
reserve of manner. 

" Moira has gone to Weirford," says 
Honor as Willy Swisher seats himself 
in a comfortable old arm-chair, and finds 
himseK wondering why this shabbily- 
furnished little sitting-room always seems 
to him so homelike and refined. 

** Yes, I know," he replies, glancing in 
the direction of Honor as he speaks, and 
wishing she would not sit so much in the 
gloom, where he only has a suspicion of 
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her face. "I met her at the comer of 
the cathedral door." 

" She has gone down to sit with poor 
Mrs. MacDermott nntil church time," 
continues Honor, in her customarily calm, 
even tones. "Poor woman! she seems 
very ill. It is a fortunate thing Moira is 
able to play the organ, and take up the 
practising for her," 

" It is very kind of Miss Moira to do 
BO," responds the editor drily. "Is she 
also doing duty for Mrs. MacDermott in 
looking after her lodger ? " 

"What do you mean, Mr. Swisher?" 
asks Honor, in no small amazement; 
whilst the countess becomes abnormally 
wide-awake, sits up in her chair, and 
stares at the editor. 

He sits there with an imperturbable 
countenance, looking straight before him 
into the red depths of the fire. 
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" Oh, nothing in paxticnlar. I merely 
thought Miss Moira was extending her 
goodnature to Mrs. MaoDermott*s lodgers, 
as weU as to Mrs. MaoDermott herself, as 
I met the young lady in question walking 
with Mr. Ingram." 

At this juncture a diversion is created 
by the servant appearing and requesting 
the presence of the countess in the kit- 
chen, in connection with some house- 
keeping details. Honor and the editor 
are leffc alone, and the latter says eagerly, 
in a haJf-whisper — 

" WeU, have you seen it ? " 

"Yes." 

The editor cannot see the flush which 
arises in Honor's face, but he notices that 
there is a pleased little tremor in her 
usually even tones. 

"It does you great credit," he con- 
tinues, warmly; " great credit." 
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''Yon are very good to say so," she 
replies in a low tone ; " and more espe- 
cially do I thank you for " 

" Oh, you're all in the dark, like the 
Protestant bishops," inteiTupts a cheery 
voice from a head which protrudes itself 
through the half-open door. 

" We have a glimmer of hght left yet,'*^ 
returns Honor, laughing, "Good even- 
ing, Harry." 

"Good evening," says Harry Gamett, 
coming forward and shaking hands with 
both. " AwfuUy cold it is." 

" Oh, Harry, do try and say something 
more original," exclaims Honor, rising 
and lighting the lamp. "Every one I 
have seen to-day has made the same 
remark." 

" I come here amongst all you clever 
people for original ideas, "he says, smiling, 
adding as he looks around the room, 
" Where's Moira ? " 
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^* She lias gone down to Mrs. MaoDer- 
mott's- She is doing duty for the poor 
woman, you know." 

'* Part of Miss Moira's duty being to 
entertain Mrs. MaoDermott*s lodgers, for 
I met her with Mr. Ingram as I was 
coming up here," interposes the editor, a 
Kttle maliciously. 

Harry Garnett makes no remark. He 
does not like the tone in which WiUy 
Swisher speaks. The truth is, he is a 
little afraid of the trenchant tongue and 
pen of the satirical editor. Honor busies 
herseK with the lamp; and, pretending 
not to hear the last remark, although 
from some inexplicable cause or other the 
tone grates upon her ear quite as much 
as it has done upon Harry's, she says — 

"Mr. Swisher, you may as weE stay 
and have tea with us now, wiU you 
not?" 

"Not this evening, thank you," he 
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replies. "I have an engagement with 
Major Barry, and, I may as well confess, 
I only came in here because I had half 
an hour to spare." 

"Then this visit doesn't count," re- 
marks Honor, all whose energies are con- 
centrated upon bringing the flame of the 
lamp to a proper focus. 

" No," he says, advancing to the table, 
and looking intently for a moment at her 
flower-soffc face with its downcast eyes, 
and long dark lashes resting on the white 
fair cheek, "this visit must not count. 
I shall feel I can inflict myself upon you 
again with impunity." 

For an instant he holds Honor's little, 
cold, passionless hand in his, then drops 
it, whilst something of a disappointed 
shade comes into his keen grey eyes ; 
nods to Harry Gamett, and abruptly 
leaves the room. 
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" Queer sort of fellow that is," remarks 
Harry Gamett, as the editor bangs the 
hall-door after him. 

"Clever people are not usually like 
other people," tritely and sententiously 
returns Honor. 

"Deuced bad manners he has," says 
Harry. 

This young man is determined to work 
himself up into a rage against the editor, 
when he thinks of the tone in which he 
mentioned his beloved. 

" Oh, I don't think so. He is certamly 
rather brusque in his ways ; but none of 
us is perfect." 

Harry says nothing, but he has his own 
private opinion that there is one woman 
in the world a perfect pearl. 

"You are coming to walk to chuxch 
with me, Harry, are you not ? " she asks 
as she sets about preparing tea. 
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. "Yes, of course^ that is what I came 
down for. I don't like the idea of you 
girls coming along the road from Weir- 
ford by yourselves at night." 

Harry speaks with an air of proprietor- 
ship which infinitely amuses Honor, over 
whose face a little amused smile flickers 
for an instant- 

" That is very thoughtful of you, 
Harry," she replies decorously; "but 
don't trouble ever on our account; we 
don't go in for being two unprotected 
females. We have knocked about the 
world sufficiently to have aU that taken 
out of us." 

"It's no trouble," he says shortly, 
adding, with a certain sort of hesitancy 
in his tone and manner, " Honor, you 
know what a confoundedly talkative place 
Weir&rdis?" 

" Yes ? ", Questioniagly spoken. ; 
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"Well, I wish you would speak to 
Moira, and tell her not to let that fellow 
Ingram monopolize her whenever he 
pieets her.'* 

Harry flushes a little as he speaks, and 
stoops to replenish the fire. • 

" Moira is rather apt to take her own 
-^ay in everything. I don't think there 
Tvould be much use in my speaking to 
her." 

• " Then you admit there are grounds for 
speaking to her about Ingram ? " he asks 
quickly, and with all a lover's jealousy. 

" Y-e-e-s," she replies slowly; "I con- 
fess I have noticed that Mr. Ingram 
seems to pay more attention to Moira 
than to any one else when she is present. 
At the same time, Harry, I would not 
acknowledge this to any one but you, 
concerning my sister. But you," she 
continues, " are so like a brother to us. 
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that I feel no hesitation in speaking 
openly to you." 

" Thank you, Honor/' he says quietly; 
*' you treat me openly, and I wiU treat 
you so. Confidence begets confidence. 
I have asked Moira to become my wife, 
and she has refused. Honor," he adds, 
rising and coming over to where she sits 
at the table, and seatiug himself beside 
her, '* Honor, do you think that feUow 
Ingram has had anything to -do with her 
refusing me ? " 

" I am sure I don't know ; but I should 
say not." 

Honor is deeply touched by the pitiful 
eagerness of his tone, and by the yearn- 
ing look of his honest eyes. 

"I'm not so sure of that," he says, 
doubtfully shaking his head. "I never 
trusted that fellow, from the first minute 
I saw him." 
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" You are jealous, Harry, and that 
makes you see matters in a distorted 
light. Mr. Ingram is rather an enter- 
taining companion ; and we have so few 
acquaintances in Weirford, that you 
should not grudge us this one." 

'Tm sure I should be very sorry to 
think of presuming to dictate to you 
whom you should or should not know," 
he says a little stiffly; " but. Honor," and 
here his voice takes a wistful tone, ^^ I 
am so fond of Moira, that it sets me 
mad to think of the bare possibility of 
another man winning her. Hallo ! what'-s 
that ? " 

The ejaculation is called forth by a 
loud ring at the bell, followed by a loud 
and hasty knock. 

" My goodness I " exclaims Honor, her 
usually pale face becoming a shade 
paler as she speaks. " That cannot be 
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Moira. I hope nothing has happened 
to her. Eun to the door, Harry." 

He oheys, and is followed to the hall 
hy Honor. Harry opens the door, and 
Dr. Musgrave enters ,the hall. 
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CHAPTEE Vin. 

THE doctor's household. 

The commotion in the hall attracts the 
attention of the countess, who now ap- 
pears on the sciBne. They all re-enter 
the parlour, and as the Kght from the 
lamp faUs upon Dr. Musgrave's face, 
Harry Gamett ejaculates impulsively — 
" HaUo, Musgrave I what's up ? '' 
" Is there anything the matter, Dr. 
Musgrave ? " inquires the countess at the 
same time. Even this unobservant old 
woman cannot help noticing the pertur 
bation of the doctor's demeanour, and 
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the grief-stricken expression of Ms coun- 
tenance. Honor stands by and makes no 
remark. 

**Yes, Madame di VaJignac," he says 
in a hurried tone. *' I am in some trouble 
at home, and I hope you will aU excuse 
me for coming here to know if you will 
help me." 

" Certainly," exclaims the countess, 
who, despite her little vanities and weak- 
nesses, is a thoroughly kind-hearted old 
woman. " In what way can we be of 
any use to you ? " The doctor is a 
favourite of Lucrezia Borgia. 

" The fact is," the doctor speaks 
somewhat uneasily, and studiously avoids 
looking at Honor, " Mrs. Musgrave has 
been aiKng very much lately. This 
evening she is much worse than usual, 
unable to attend to anything, and the 
baby is in convulsions, and the servants. 
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both of them, have taken French 
leave, and have walked oflf — one last 
night, the other this morning ; so I came 
up to know if you would kindly lend your 
servant for to-night, until I see about one 
to-morrow;" 

The countess gives an unhesitating 
consent, and bustles off to send Bridget 
down to the doctor's at once. When the 
old lady leaves the room. Honor says — 

'^Dr. Musgrave, who have you left 
with the baby ? " 

" The other children. Poor little thing, 
it was quieter when I left. I had just 
given it a hot bath. Their mother was 
with them, of course," he adds in rather 
a shamefaced conscious manner. 

Honor busies herself about the tea- 
things ; but there is an unusual nervous- 
ness in the pretty white hands which 
move restlessly amongst the cups and 
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saucers* Dr. Musgrave advances to the 
hearthrug, where he and Harry Gamett 
exchange some desultory remarks, during 
which Honor leaves the room. Presently 
she returns, accompanied by her aunt. 

" I have just told Bridget to go down 
to Mrs. Musgrave," says the latter lady 
as she enters; ^^she is a decent, kind- 
hearted girl, and I know she will look 
after the children until you get some one 
else." 

" I really do not know how to thank 
you for your prompt kindness, Madame di 
VaUgnac," repHes the doctor. 

'* Nonsense, nonsense," she responds 
good-naturedly. "We must all help one 
another in this world. We should all 
fare very badly if we did not do so. 
Honor has just been saying to me," she 
continues somewhat awkwardly, " that 
although Bridget has the best intentions 
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in the world, yet she is only an ignorant 
country girl, and not fit to be trusted 
\vith the delicate little baby, if Mrs. 
Musgrave is too iU to look after it to- 
night." 

The doctor looks down, and the dark 
flood surges over his pale face, as he 
nervously plays with the brim of his hat 
which he holds in his hand. He is per- 
fectly well aware, and painfully alive to 
the feeling that this knowledge is shared 
by every one present, that his wife's 
illness is merely putative, and simply a 
euphemism for saying that she is toa 
drunk to be of any use. 

" That is very true," he assents ; " but 
what can I do? I liiust just do the 
best I can. I had better be off now; 
that poor little baby may get another 
attack, and there is no one there to do 
anything*" 
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*'Dr. Musgrave/' says Honor, coining 
forward, "I have been consulting Annt 
Juliana upon the subject, and she agrees 
with me that perhaps I had better go 
down and try if I can be of any service. 
You see the children are accustomed to 
me, and I can generally keep them in 
better order than any one else." 

The poor doctor's eyes sparkle, although 
he rephes quickly — 

" I could not think of asking you to do 
such a thing, Miss O'Neill." 

" You haven't asked me," she responds, 
with a wan little smile. " I have pro- 
posed it myself, and I am now going to. 
put on my hat and accompany you. 
Harry Gamett will take Moira home." 

In this latter portion of the arrange- 
ment Harry Gamett unhesitatingly con- 
curs. A few miQutes elapse, and then 
Honor returns, equipped in her out-of- 
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door dress, and accompanies the doctor 
on her mission of mercy. 

They do not say much as they walk 
qnickly along the hard crisp country 
road, in the keen clear air of the Christ- 
mas eve. The stars of the early evening 
are twinkling palely and undecidedly 
through the rifts in the cloudy sky. As 
they draw near Weirford — ^upon the out- 
skirts of which the doctor's house is 
situated — the sounds of the bells from 
the various places of worship faU upon 
their ears; and as George Musgrave 
Hstens to them, a feeling of rest, to 
which his heart has long been a stranger, 
comes over him, and he finds himself 
wishing the walk were twice as long. 
For a moment the thought comes into 
his mind, that to go through life with 
this woman by his side were the acme 
of earthly happiness. The next moment 
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he strangles the thought, as a vision of 
the suffering little child comes hefore his 
eyes. 

The doctor opens the door with a latch-^ 
key, and ushers Honor into a sitting* 
room, where there is neither fire nor 
light of any kind. With a hurried 
apology for the delay, he leaves the 
room, and soon returns with a flickering 
tallow candle in a soiled and grease- 
.encrusted bed-room candlestick. There 
are sounds as of a door .being opened 
somewhere upstairs, and a confused sound 
of children's voices is heard. There are 
footsteps clattering on the stairs and 
along the hall, and a moment more and 
a wild-looking, unkempt little girl of about 
seven or eight years old rushes into the 
room crying — 

*^ Oh, papa, papa ! I'm glad you've 
come back ! The baby is sick again." 
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" Come np mth me," lie says, hur- 
riedly and unceremoniously addressing 
Honor, and going quickly out of the 
room as he speaks. Honor follows him, 
and stumbles up the dark staircase, and 
into the room used as a nursery. 

What a scene meets her eye ! There 
are four children in the room, their ages 
ranging from six down to two years, 
besides the baby in the cradle. There 
is a candle with a long flaring wick on 
the mantelpiece, just giving sufficient 
Kght to show up the squalid untidiness 
of the scene. A bath, half fiUed with 
water, is on the hearth, and in it a httle 
boy and girl are dabbling, pretending to 
wash some doll's clothes. Both are wet 
and dirty, and occasionally vary their 
labours by squabbling with each other. 
Another mischievous child is tearing the 
leaves out of a book, lighting them in 
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the fire, and waying them round, at the 
imminent risk of igniting the bed-clothes 
of the cradle where lies the little baby in 
a convulsive paroxysm. 

In an arm-chair by the side of the fire- 
place, with the light from the flickering 
candle falling fuU upon her face, lies 
George Musgrave's wife, in a state of 
stupid intoxication. As they enter the 
room, she half raises her head, looks 
around her with a vacant, stupid expres- 
sion, and mutters something unintelligible. 
Her head faUs again upon her chest, and 
she relapses into unconsciousness. 

Honor does not pretend to see her, but 
goes over to the cradle where lies the 
suffering infemt. Quickly divesting her- 
self of her hat and jacket, she seats 
herself upon a low chair, and takes the 
baby upon her lap. The little stiffened 
limbs are so fixed and cold that, as she 
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touches them, Honor gives a start, for 
she fears the child is dead. 

As soon as is practicable, Dr. Mus- 
grave, mth the assistance of Bridget, 
prepares a warm bath for the baby. The 
paroxysm passes over, and the little thing 
lies like a crushed flower in Honor's arms. 
The room is cleared of the children, who 
are confided to the tender care of Bridget. 
That worthy young woman takes them 
all to the kitchen, where, chiefly by the 
exercise of her strong arm, aided by her 
tongue, she succeeds in reducing the 
unruly children to a state of unwonted 
obedience. 

f' Throth, I don't want t' be hard an 
yez, God help yez, poor childhre," she 
mutters to herself, as she sets about 
preparing tea for her charges, after 
having administered sound moral and 
physical chastisement all round indis- 
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criminately, on the principle that if they 
do not want it now, they are sure to want 
it soon; "it's not yer faults that yer as 
throublesome as yez are. Throth, an' 
yerpurty childhre, that any wan might be 
proud of^ av yez wor clane and dacint," 
she remarks, with a furtive glance at a 
blue-eyed, fair-haired little boy, who has 
completely won her soft heart, "The 
divel take that blackguard whisky," she 
continues with vehemence; "an' God 
help the poor man that's tied t' the 
mother o' yez ? Bad win to her 1 why 
couldn't she keep from that punishin' 
dhrinkataU, ataU?" 

Having fed her charges, Bridget next 
proceeds to put them to bed. This 
latter process she gets through with 
alternate coaxings and scoldings. At aU 
events, she succeeds in getting through 
the business without any noise b^ing 
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made to waken the baby, who lies in the 
cradle sleeping the sleep of exhaustion. 
Honor watches beside it, and the infant's 
mother lies on a bed at the other end 
of the room, whither her husband had 
carried her, and sleeps the heavy bestial 
slumber of stupid intoxication, A pro- 
fessional call has obliged the doctor to 
leave the house, so that Honor is left 
alone with the sleeping woman and 
infant. 

. Presently the door is noiselessly 
opened, and Bridget appears, bearing 
that feminine panacea for all ills, "a 
cup of tea." 

** How is the poor little crathur, Miss 
Honor?" she whispers, as she bends 
over the cradle. 

" Better, I think/' she replies. " She is 
sleeping now, although very restless." 

** God comfort th' poor father av it, 
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th' purty little crathur it is," exclaims 
Bridget in an admiring undertone, as 
she gazes, with all a true woman's in- 
stinctive appreciation of baby beauty, 
at the sweet little white face on the 
pillow. It is contracted and drawn, and 
even in its uneasy sleep bears a pitiful 
shadow of its recent agony. 

*^ Is that baste av a mother av it goin' 
t' lie there aU night ? " asks Bridget, 
pointing contemptuously with her thumb 
over her shoulder in the direction of Mrs. 
Musgrave. 

*^ Hush ! " exclaims Honor, warningly. 
*^ Don't speak in that way, Bridget ; 
besides, you may forget yourself before 
the children and say something. I sup- 
pose we had better let Mrs. Musgrave lie 
there ; her husband will soon be in now, 
I expect." 

The infant is very uneasy, and Honor 
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and Bridget watch it anxiously. It wakes 
with a little gurgling cry^ a spasm of pain 
passes over its face^ and before Bridget 
has time to have the bath ready it goes 
off into another attack of convulsions. 
Fortunately, Dr. Musgrave arrives at this 
critical moment. All that human skill 
can do for the infant is done. The 
paroxysm passed over, and the child Ues, 
more dead than alive, on Honor's lap. 

" Poor little thing ! " says the doctor, 
bending over it; *^ it will be nothing short 
of a miracle if it recovers." 
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CHAPTEE IX. 

"why did you make me love you?" 

" While there is life there is hope, for a 
baby. It is wonderful with what tenacity 
a child cHngs to life, and how much it 
can undergo," says Dr. Musgrave, a 
couple of hours later, as he looks at the 
baby lying in its cradle, sleeping the deep 
sleep of exhaustion. " It seems as if this 
grasp of life were given to the little frail 
creature, as if to compensate for its being 
unable to describe its symptoms. A 
doctor has a good deal of guess work; to 
go upon in his medical treatment of an 
infant." 



Digitized by 



Google 



" WHY DID YOU MAKE ME LOVE YOU ? " 131 

" Do you think it will get over this 
attack ? " inquires Honor anxiously. 

"The child is very bad," he returns, 
with true professional reserve. " Proper 
care can do a great deal; but," he 
mutters bitterly in an undertone, "the 
poor infant has never had the necessary 
attention paid to it." 

Honor pretends not to hear. She 
would like to offer to stay and nurse the 
child back to health, but she fears the 
sharp shrewish tongue of its mother. A 
feeling of depression comes over her as 
she looks at the wretchedly untidy room 
and at the miserable woman, sleeping on 
the neighbouring bed, the cause of all 
this wretchedness. Bridget has left the 
room, so Honor and the doctor are alone 
with the sick baby. Now and again it 
wakes up suddenly with a little cry, and 
then relapses into a profound sleep. 
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Tenderly and carefully they watch by it ; 
and as the Christmas morning dawns, it 
has fallen into a calm natural slumber, 
which considerably augments its chances 
of recovery. 

All this time the chfld's mother has not 
awakened. She has turned and thrown 
herself about and snorted, and muttered 
incoherent disjointed sentences, but has 
never once showed that she was conscious 
of whatever was goiug on in the room. She 
lies in a dim comer of the gloomy room, 
whence her husband often glances with 
an ill-concealed expression of disgust and 
despaur upon his heartbroken-looking face. 

Honor takes no notice of her. She 
hears the tears in the man's voice, and 
she pities him from her heart, but no 
word or tone of sympathy escapes from 
her lips. She is as calm and collected in 
her demeanour as though existing cir* 
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cumstanoes were not what they are. At 
the same time, she cannot conceal from 
herself that the case is one which 
demands from any sympathizing human 
being the most profomid pity. In her 
secret soul she acknowledges that George 
Musgrave's circumstances are painful 
enough almost to justify him in doiug 
anything desperate, or anything which 
conventionality would deem morally 
wrong. But Honor has seen a good deal 
of this man ; has seen a good deal, and 
has heard a good deal more, and she 
respects him, inasmuch as that by any 
word, direct or indirect, he has never 
spoken of his wife in anything but res- 
pectful terms. What he has this night 
said concerning the want of proper care 
for the children, she feels has been wrung 
from him by the utter misery of his soul. 
And Honor knows enough of the world 
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to know that for his grief there is no 
redress. The thirst for intoxicating 
liquor has fastened itself upon the 
wretched woman; and never yet has an 
instance been known of a woman who 
has once taken to drink, being ultimately 
reclaimed. It is humiliating, but fearfully 
and unfortunately true. Father Mathew, 
the apostle of temperance, and the bene- 
factor of countless grateful thousands, 
admitted that a man could be touched by 
remorse and shame, and thus turned from 
the sin of drunkenness, even, in some 
cases, conceiving a loathing for the drink 
which he was gradually selling his soul to 
the Evil One for ; but that he had never 
been folly convinced in his mind of the 
entire conversion to temperance of a 
woman who had once given herself over 
to intemperate habits. 

And when a woman once gives way to 
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intemperance she is far worse than a 
male drunkard. Socially, she far more 
seriously affects the welfare of the human 
race than does the male drunkard. The 
hahitual indulgence in intoxicating drink 
causes man or woman to deteriorate both 
mentally and physically. Moral woman- 
hood is the safeguard of society. 
Woman's influence, whether for good or 
bad, is illimitable ; and as drink degrades 
the moral nature and soddens the brain, 
moreover, the drunkard is not accountable 
for her actions; and woman having it in 
her power to sap the foundations of social 
life, the consequences are all the more 
lamentable. To say that a woman, 
through thirst for drink, is reduced to 
the level of an animal, is an insult to the 
intelligent brute creation. An animal 
never takes more of anything than is 
good for it. Moreover, no brute neglects 
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its offspring, never loses the instinct of 
maternal love so long as its offspring is 
dependent upon it. Look at the way in 
which a cat will fight for its kittens. But 
a woman, especially a wife and mother, 
who drinks, becomes deadened to all a 
wife's' and mother's higher and holier 
feelings. The heart of her husband 
cannot trust in her, and, most assuredly, 
her children do not " rise up and caU her 
blessed." A mad, or an utterly bad woman, 
may be got rid of through the strong arm 
of the law. Either is far preferable to a 
woman habitually given over to the 
influence of intoxicating drink. Drunk- 
enness upon the part of a wife and mother 
is the cancer which eats into the vitals, 
and eventually kills the spirit of domestic 
happiness. The house may remain, but 
the home is gone. It is no longer swept 
and garnished with homelike livingness, 
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for the devil of drink has entered in and 
holds high revel there. Sons and hus- 
bands who might have been won by a 
cheerful hearth, go elsewhere in search 
of the comfort which they fail to find at 
home. 

At least they do so, unless they are 
more exceptionally unselfish and long- 
suffering than it is in the nature of man 
to be. But, after all, the curse of a 
drunken mother falls more heavily upon 
her daughters, if unfortunately she has 
any. Comprehensively speakiug, girls 
cannot go into decent society except 
under the sheltering maternal wing ; con- 
sequently, if the mother be tabooed, the 
daughters must suffer. As a rule, ,no 
man will marry the daughter of such a 
mother, fearing the taint may be heredi- 
tary, and from this cause alone, many 
women, far more than the world in 



Digitized by 



Google 



138 THE WAY W.OMEN LOVE. 

general has any conception of, are con- 
demned to drag through cheerless, love- 
less existences, with soured and em- 
bittered dispositions, and not infrequently 
dependent upon relatives or friends for 
mere subsistence. 

The foregoing are no theories; they 
are painfully stem realities; bitter facts 
which cannot be refuted. And then, when 
young people rebel because of the misery 
and discomfort of their dismal and deso- 
lated homes, whether it be through the 
intemperance of either father or mother, 
or both, well meaning friends and rela- 
tives shake their heads, look oracular, 
and tritely quote the orthodox formula: 
" Children, obey you parents." 

True. But is not the command equally 
binding, " Ye parents, provoke not your 
children to wrath?" Consideration for 
the feelings of young people is a rare 
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ingredient in the mental constitution of 
the ordinary class of parents. They are 
inclined to think that the mere fact of 
their having been the means of bringing 
children into the world gives them the 
right of torturing them. 

The fire has burnt low, and from the 
combined effects of watching, excitement^ 
and the cold weather, Honor feels cold 
and miserable, and is not by any means 
sorry when Bridget, with an officious 
stealthiness, opens the door, and coming 
over to the bed, says in a loud whisper — 

" How is it, th' crathur, this momin', 
miss?" 

"It is as well as we can expect it to be, 
Bridget," returns the doctor. 

" Thank God ! " ejaculates the good- 
hearted girl, adding, in as respectful a 
tone as she finds it possible to assume, 
" Isn't the misthress awake, sur ? " 
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"No. You had better not awaken 
her" and as he speaks his brow con- 
tracts, and he give an angrily furtive 
glance in the direction of his sleepiug 
wife. 

" Very well, sur," she responds 
promptly. " I Kt th' fire in the parlour, 
sur, an' got some tay ready for you an' 
Miss Honor, sur. Troth, yez want it 
after sittin' up all night. Will I bring 
the tay up here, sur ? " 

'* Thank you, Bridget. I think, if you 
have no objection. Miss O'Neill, you had 
better come downstairs and get out of the 
atmosphere of this room. Bridget will 
look after the baby." 

" Yis, sur, bedad I will," she says with 
alacrity. "God help it, it's th' hard 
fight it has. Go down, now. Miss Honor, 
honey, and take a cup o' warm tay, for 
yeh look as white as a ghost." 
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Dr. Musgrave glances at Honor's pale 
face, and says to Bridget — 

" If the baby becomes worse, be sure 
you come down for me." 

There is a bright fire burning in the 
parlour grate, the light from the blaze 
struggling with the grey dawn. The 
thoughtful Bridget has also prepared a 
plate of tempting buttered toast, and the 
doctor, upon raising a cover, displays a 
small dish of rashers and eggs. Honor 
presides at the teapot, and they mutually 
minister to the wants of each other. 
Dr. Musgrave enjoys his comfortable and 
respectably-cooked breakfast. He glances 
from the bright, blazing fire to the pretty, 
refined, gentle- voiced little woman sitting 
opposite to him, and, do aU he can, he 
cannot help drawing comparisons between 
her and the woman who is his wife by the 
law of the land. Honor does not lose 
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by the comparison ; and, as George Mus- 
grave gazes at her, a mighty and bitter 
wrath arises in his sonl against the tram- 
mels which fetter him. The Tempter is 
at his ear, whispering to him. The Evil 
One is very wily ; he will watch for weeks, 
months — ay, even for years. He has been 
in close companionship with George Mns- 
grave for many months past, but he only 
got in the thin end of the wedge. Now, 
however, he sees his opportunity — ^he 
knows his victim to be a well-intentioned 
man, but a weak one. He sees his frail 
human nature is rapidly giving way ; that 
the burden of his wretched existence is 
almost too much for him to bear. So 
the crafty Tempter drives the wedge 
home now. George Musgrave's soul 
writhes in silent agony, and for the first 
time he is borne away by the irresistible 
tide of his feelings, and he acknowledges 
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to himseK that he wishes his wife were 
dead, and that the sweet woman sitting 
opposite crowned his life. He thinks 
of his Uttle, deKcate, constantly-ailing, 
badly-cared-for children ; of their mother, 
who was a pretty, affectionate girl when 
he married her, but who, through the 
curse of drink, has become a malicious- 
dispositioned, sullen, careless, unloving 
woman. He reflects upon his comfort- 
less home, where he is never sure of 
having a meal prepared for him, for no 
servants will stay in the house. But 
worse even is the burden of pecuniary 
trouble which hangs over him, and weighs 
him down, for his wife, with a drunkard's 
cunning, has spent upon drink the money 
which should have gone to procure the 
common necessaries for her household. 
His emotion almost overcomes him. 
Honor tries to keep up the semblance of 
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a cheeifiil conyersation upon indifferent 
subjeots, bnt he oan scarcely concentrate 
his mind upon what she is saying. 

'^ I nearly forgot that this is Christmas 
morning/' she says presently. "I ani 
glad the child is better, so I can wish you 
a happier Christmas than seemed likely 
last night." 

" A happy Christmas ! " he mutters, 
bitterly, and half aloud, as he rises and 
stands by the fire, his elbow leaning upon 
the mantelpiece. " Thank you for your 
good wishes. Miss O'NeiU ; but don't you 
think there is something ironical in your 
saying so to me ? " 

Honor thinks there is, but she does not 
express her opinion. 

" Things might have been worse," she 
replies, in her customary, calm, decorous 
tones : " the baby might have died ; 
whereas, now, according to your own 
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account, it is in a comparatively fair way 
of recovery." 

" I almost wish I had let it die 1 " he 
exclaims. " I wish not one of tiie chil- 
dren had ever been brought into the world 1 
Honor 1 " he continues, calling her by her 
Christian name in his emotion, "I am 
utterly miserable ; if it were not for the 
sake of the little children, I think I 
should run away from that woman, or 
put an end to myself." 

Honor is sflent for a moment. She 
knows how painfully true is everjrthing he 
says. 

"We all have something to bear in 
this life," she remarks, without looking 
at him. " Some peoJ)le's troubles appear 
upon the surface, others' do not ; but you 
may rest assured that there is no one 
living but has something or other to 
trouble him or her." 

TOL. II. L 
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** Don't 1 " he exclaims, whflst an ex- 
pression of pain crosses his worn face. 
"Don't I I cannot bear to hear you 
speak in such a cool, unconcerned 
manner. You would speak in that way 
to any ordinary stranger whom you meet 
in trouble. I want more than that from 
you ! " he continues, vehemently, coming 
over and sittiQg at the comer of the 
table beside her. "I want you to take 
morQ than an ordinary interest in me 1 " 

He is so carried away by his excite- 
ment that, almost unconsciously, he takes 
in his the nervous little white hand which 
lies on the table. 

Honor quickly withdraws her hand, and 
a deep, angered flush overspreads her 
usually pale face. She is sorry, heartily 
sorry, for this miserable man, and up to 
this point she has respected his sorrow. 
But, with a true woman's instinct, she 
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feels lie must lose all respect for her 
did she in any way countenance or appear 
to receive these advances of his. Before 
she has timq to say anything he con- 
tinues — " Honor 1 — ^for so I must call you, 
if only for this once — for God's sake, 
say something to comfort mel You 
cannot help seeing the miserable state 
in which I am. When I married that 
woman I am unfortunate enough to be 
tied to, I loved her as tenderly as ever 
a man loved his wife. Ever since she 
has taken to drink I have done my best 
to try and wean her from it; but it is 
all of no use. She has sunk lower and 
lower — ^has neglected her home and her 
children ; has lost all respect for herself. 
It was only yesterday that a woman who 
knew her met her in the street so drunk 
that she did not know where she was 
going. The woman brought her home. 
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a lot of people following. I thought I 
should have died of shame as she came 
reeling into the hall — ^her poor little 
children looking on. God in heaven 
help me ! it is hard to bear this. Hard 
to think there is no way of being legally 
reheved from the burden of such a 
woman." 

George Musgrave leans his head upon 
his hands; his face works convulsively^ 
and two large tears trickle down his pale 
cheeks. Honor preserves silence, but her 
eyes are suspiciously moist and her lips 
tremble a little. She does not know 
what to say to this man. She has so 
exalted an opinion of the marriage tie^ 
that she feels that nothing could justify 
her in coming between husband and wife. 
On the other hand, she knows that aU 
he says is but too pitifully true — and 
although conventionality tells her that 
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she must not sympathize with a married 
man upon the subject of his wife's ill- 
conduct, yet her tender woman's heart 
urges, almost irresistibly, to say the 
oomforting words he pleads for. More- 
over, she cannot bear to see a man pry. 
No woman can. A man's tears never 
flow freely: some agonized chord must 
vibrate to wring them forth. 

**I am sorry for you, Dr. Musgrave," 
she ventures to say in a voice, whose 
tremulpusness, despite all she can do to 
command her emotion, does not escape 
the abnormally excited ear of her listener. 
^^But surely there is hope that in time 
things may improve ? '^ 

^* Improve!" he ejaculates sarcastically, 
as he dashes away the tears from his 
eyes. ^^ Improve I I know too much about 
such things. No woman who ever took 
to drink as my wife has done ever is 
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cured of her unfortunate propensity- 
No," he adds, whilst an expression of 
utter hate overspreads his countenance; 
'Hhe best thing I can do is to let her 
drink herself to death," 

*'Dr. Musgravel" 

Honor looks at him in some alarm. 
She can scarcely credit the evidence of 
her senses to hear the quiet, undemon- 
strative physician, whom she liked and 
pitied, but had considered somewhat of 
a nonentity, speak in this passionate^ 
decided, and vindictive manner. 

" Yes," he exclaims, excitedly — ^he has 
now gone so far that he does not care 
very much what he says — "I dare say 
you are shocked at my saying so. I am 
surprised at myself, but I cannot help 
wishing I were a free man — ^free to con- 
tract fresh ties, and to think I had a 
home to turn to." 
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" Dr. Musgrave, I wish you would not 
speak in this way.'* 

*'Do not speak so coldly to me," he 
pleads humbly, but, withal, an eager, 
excited look upon his face. "If you 
would even," he continues, with nervous 
emotion, "consent to be my best and 
first friend, and aUow me to come and 
tell you all my sorrows, you do not know 
what happiness it would be to me." 

During this speech Honor has been 
collecting all her faculties. She knows 
of no just cause or impediment why she 
should not be this miserable man's best 
friend; but she sees he has no control 
over his emotions, and she fears to say 
even a word of sympathy* 

" You do me a very great honour," she 
says, without looking at him; "but, at 
the same time, I feel so very weak myself, 
that I do not feel competent to constitute 
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myself ftiend or adviser to any one, espe- 
cially to a man," 

" You cannot mean it ! Cannot you 
pee the misery I am in?" He speaks 
vehemently, and rises and walks up and 
down the room. 

" You should bear it like a man." 

" I have borne it as long as I can ! " he 
exclaims, " and I can bear this wretched, 
barren life no longer. Oh, Honor," he 
continues passionately, as he sinks into 
the chair again, and buries his face in 
his folded arms, "why did I ever see 
you ? Why did you make me love you ? " 

" Dr. Musgrave ! " Honor starts to 
her feet, stands at the back of her chair, 
and holds it tightly to keep herself from 
falling. Her face is deathly pale, save for 
a deep crimson spot upon one cheek, and 
Jier lovely blue-grey eyes flash ominously. 

" Yes," he continues, dehberately — ^he 
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has now broken down the barrier, and he 
does not care what he says — " I love you, 
Honor. Had my wife's conduct been such 
as it ought to have been, I should never 
have swerved from her. But she has 
disgusted me. I sometimes go nearly 
mad when I compare you and her. The 
contrast is so awful, that at such times I 
positively loathe her." 

As he speaks, again that expression of 
intense hate overspreads his 6ice. It 
terrifies Honor, who says faintly, but 
firmly, " Dr. Musgrave, you are acting an 
xmmanly and cowardly part in every sense 
of the word ! I came here to nurse your 
dying child, and you meanly take advan- 
tage of me being alone with you to insult 
me." 

*^ I do not mean to insult you," he 
returns, the eager, excited expression of 
his countenance not one whit abated. 
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** Yon Tcnow I could not speak to you with 
that intention. Great heaven! can I 
control my feelings ? " 

" You have insulted me. 1 " she exclaims, 
her courage rising, " grossly insulted me. 
How dare you, a married man, speak 
words of love to me? Love!" she 
ejaculates scornfully, "I desecrate the 
word to use it. There is no excuse for 
your feelings. You should control them. 
And you would have done so if you had 
one spark of manliness in you, or one 
atom of respect for me! Take care," 
she continues, now thoroughly roused; 
" perhaps you have not been blameless ! 
Can you conscientiously say you have 
always treated your wife as you should 
have done ? For anything I, or anybody 
else knows to the contrary, you may have 
driven her to drink ! " 

George Musgrave is not prepared for 
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this outbreak of indignation. He is 
wounded, angry, and disappoiated at the 
way in which she has received his ad- 
vances. At the same time, he feels iq 
his heart of hearts that he respects her 
all the more for standing so upon her 
womanly dignity. 

^^ I can only repeat," he says, standing 
up and confrontiQg her, ^^ that nothing 
was further from my thoughts than the 
farntest suspicion of iusulting you. And 
I also say that nothiug iu my conduct 
could have driven my wife to drink. On 
the contrary, when I first observed the 
tendency, I tried by every affectionate 
means in my power to check it. But she 
sank lower and lower, imtil now " — ^he 
sets his teeth, and a bad look comes iuta 
his black eyes — "I wish she were cZeaeZ, 
and that I were free to contract new 
ties, and make a homey 
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"You must not expect me ever to 
enter your house again after tliis conver- 
sation," says Honor, who during his last 
speech has been putting on her hat and 
shawL " I will write to Mrs. Musgrave, 
saying circumstances have arisen which 
render it impossible that I could any 
longer undertake the tuition of her chil- 
dren." 

"Honor," he exclaims, stretching out 
his hands despairingly towards her, "for 
God's sake ! — ^not for my sake, but for the 
sake of common humanity — say some- 
thing to comfort me. If you do not come 
here, I must go and see you. I cannot 
live without, at least, seeing you some- 
times. Honor. I never meant to insult 
you* But oh, my love, my love, say one 
word of comfort to me, I am utterly 
heart-broken." He sinks down into the 
chair, leans his arms oh the table, lays 
his head upon them, and sobs aloud. 
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Honor has her hand upon the handle of 
the door. As he concludes, she turns 
and looks at him. She notes his careless, 
shabby, untidy appearance ; observes how 
loosely his black coat fits his spare frame, 
which is now convulsed with his emotion. 
A mist rises up from her heart and gathers 
in her eyes. A flush passes over her face, 
and she makes a step forward. For a 
moment she is nearly giving way to the 
prompting of her feelings, and feels she 
must, let the consequences be what they 
may, sympathize vrith him in his great 
sorrow. But the next minute her strong 
common sense comes to her aid, and 
without again trusting herself to look at 
or to speak to him, she quickly leaves the 
room, and the house. 
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CHAPTER X. 

AT THE SUGGESTION OF STEPHEN INGRAM. 

Meantime, after their inopportune meeting 
with Willy Swisher, Moira and Stephen 
Ingram had proceeded to Mrs. MacDer- 
mott's. She felt somewhat surprised to 
see her pupil so soon again ; and readily- 
accepted Moira's statement that she had 
come to sit with her for a little time. 
Mrs. MacDermott felt rather flattered at 
the attention, a circumstance which the 
quick-witted Moira was not slow to per- 
ceive. Presently her hostess proposed 
that she should have some tea. Moira 
eagerly seized upon the opportunity, and 
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retreated to the sitting-room, where she 
found Stephen Ingram awaiting her. 

** At last you have managed to come," 
he says, drawing an arm-chair close to 
the fire for her. 

"Yes. Mrs. MacDermott suggested 
that I should have some tea, so I have 
told the servant to make it." 

**Now, Miss Moira," he says, in his 
customary free-and-easy tone, as he seats 
himself opposite to her, "we may as 
well go on with our conversation from 
where we leffc off. I was telling you that 
if a woman once makes a hit on the stage 
her fortune is made. You are a very 
pretty girl — ^you know it; aU women 
know their good points ; you have a good 
stage appearance, and I have very Httle 
doubt but that if you were to present 
yourself to a theatrical manager in Lon- 
don, that there would be very little doubt 
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but that you would at once get an 
engagement." 

Moira dearly loves a little flattety. 
Tliis opinion of Stephen Ingram is meat 
and drink to her vanity, and she listens 
attentively to what he says. 

" I have been talking to Honor about 
the stage," she rephes, a little hesitat- 
ingly. "Of course," she adds, "I did 
not mention it in connection with myself, 
and from what I can gather from her 
sentiments about it, I fancy she would 
not countenance my doing such a thing." 

" Nonsense I " ejaculates Stephen In- 
gram. " Surely you are not led in lead- 
ing-strings by your sister ? " 

" Certainly not." Moira speaks a little 
stiffly. " At the same time, I should not 
like to do anything directly opposed td 
her. EecoUect, she is the only one I have 
in the world now, except aunt." 
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" Of course," he replies artfully, " if 
you will give up the prospect of making 
an independence ultimately, for the mere 
sake of humouring some whim of your 
sister's, why there is no use in our dis- 
cussing the matter any further." 

"No. You know I want to make 
money," she exclaims rather testily; 
" but it is but natural I should not wish 
to run counter to Honor's wishes. 
Another thing is," she continues, more 
gravely, "I am not quite sure if my 
father lived that he would have approved 
of my becoming an actress. I remember 
that one time when we were living in 
London there were two very pretty 
actresses living in the same house, and 
papa removed from the lodgings because 
they had managed to become acquainted 
with Honor and me." 

" Possibly they were not fit associates 

YOL. II. M 
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for you/' he says, laconically. "I have 
Imown many that I should be very sorry 
to think you had anything to say to. 
But that is not the point at issue this 
minute. You say you want money ? " 

^* Yes." Moira looks wistfully into the 
fire as she speaks. ^' God knows I do. 
I want to make money honestly^ and by 
any means in my power. Of course, I 
mean in any way in which a lady can 
do so." 

^'Precisely. Do you know that 
managers find it very difficult to find 
ladies willing to go on the stage? Ladies 
never were so much wanted in the 
theatrical profession as they are now, 
because of these so-called ^ drawiug-room 
comedies' by Eobertson and James 
Albery, and writers of that school." 

*'I should like to try my fortune on 
the ktage," she says. "The only draw- 
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back is Honor. I am sure she would 
never consent to my going." 

**Why need you tell her?'* he sug- 
gests, looking narrowly at her as he 
speaks. 

*^ What ! " she exclaims, utterly taken 
by surprise at the audacity of the sug- 
gestion. **Do you mean to say that I 
should do it without telling my sister ? " 

^' Most assuredly,'* he replies, following 
up his advantage.' *'Why not?" he 
asks. 

"Because I could not do such a 
thing," she replies, with a woman's 
customary want of logic. 

*'Now, Miss Moira," he says, in a quiet, 
argumentative tone, " don't be a goose. 
Just listen quietly to me. You say you 
want to earn a livelihood, want to earn 
money, and that you have no education 
of a nature to enable you to turn it to 
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commercial accoimt. Nature has been 
very kind to you. You are a handsome^ 
striking-looking young woman, and will 
grow even handsomer. You have a ready 
wit, and a splendid voice. Do you think 
these advantages were given to you to 
make no good use of them ? " 

'^I suppose not," she meekly acquiesces. 

"Very well, then, the only way in 
which you can turn them to any account 
is upon the stage, and yet, from some 
old-fashioned notions of your sister's, you 
will not do so. Why not go over to 
London on some pretence or other, try 
your fortune on the stage under some 
assumed name, and then, if you find you 
do not like it, why, leave it." 

The suggestion is a tempting one. 
Moira thinks for a few minutes, and then 
says— 

" I know no one in London to whom I 



Digitized by 



Google 



AT THE SUGGESTION OF STEPHEN INGRAM. 166 

<50Tild go. I know, of course, of some 
people whom we knew when we Kved 
there, but there is no one in whom I 
could confide." 

" That is awkward. Is there no one at 
all to whom you could go — could say to 
your sister and aunt that your were going 
over to for some time ? " 

Suddenly a ray of intelligence flashes 
across her countenance, and she ex- 
claims — 

" Yes 1 I know of one person in Lon- 
don, a Mrs. Bland ; she was a model, and 
poor father was very kind to her. She is 
a nice little woman.'* 

" Suppose you write to her, if you think 
you can trust her, and explain all the 
circumstances, and ask her to help you.'' 

** I will," replies Moira; and that night, 
ore she sleeps, she writes to Isabel Bland, 
at the suggestion of Stephen Ingram. 
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CHAPTER XI. 

A GBEAT MENTAL BLOW. 

The Kttle general sitting-room at Thimble 
Hall looks bright and homelike and 
cheerfol, notwithstanding its shabbiness. 
In consequence of Bridget's absence at 
Dr. Musgrave's, Moira has been np be- 
times, and has proved herself to be a very- 
Martha in the way in which she has so 
tasteftilly and appetisingly catered for 
Christmas breakfast. Neither has she 
been mmiindfal of pleasing the eye as 
well as the appetite; for the room is 
plentifully decorated with sprays and 
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branches of dark shiniTig holly > its clusters 
of briUiant red berries forming a pleasant 
contrast with the shining green leaves. 
A portrait of her father, done by some 
friend when he was a young man, hangs 
conspicuously beside the tarnished mirror 
over the mantelpiece, and is decorated 
with a pretty holly-wreath. Moira has 
just hung it up, and stands, hammer and 
naQs in hand, regarding the result of her 
labours, when a click of the garden-gate 
attracts her attention, and, looking out, 
she sees the postman passing the window* 
Down go hammer and nails upon the table, 
and Moira rushes to the door, returning 
presently with several letters in her hand. 
"Two letters for you, Aunt Juliana," 
she says, addressing that good lady, who. 
now enters the room ; " three for Honor. 
She came home about an hour ago, and 
is changing her dress," she interpolates. 
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"None for me; bnt here is one," she 
adds, whilst a shade passes over her fair 
face, " addressed to poor papa. I wonder 
who it can be from." 

" Yon had better open it, my dear, and 
see,'' suggests the conntess, forgetting 
even her own correspondence in her 
curiosity; "possibly it is from some 
friend who does not know of your poor 
father's death, and who writes to wish 
him a merry Christmas." 

Moira is about to carry out her aunt's 
suggestion, when she suddenly pauses, 
with the letter but half opened. 

" ril not open it," she says quietly, as 
she lays it on the mantelpiece, and 
busies herself about some housewifely 
concerns. 

"Why?" asks the countess in some 
surprise. She is dying with curiosity to 
know the contents of the letter. 
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"Honor is the eldest," returns her 
ideoe ; " she has the best right to open it 
j&rst; at all events let her be present 
when it is opened. Oh, here she is. A 
merry Christmas to you 1 " 

" A merry Christmas to all of you I " 
responds Honor, with an assumption of 
gaiety which her pale, troubled-looking 
face belies. "Any letters for me this 
morning?" 

" Three 1 — ^no less than three — and not 
one for me," answers her sister, who is 
kneeling before the fire superintending 
the browning of the toast. 

"Two Christmas cards," remarks 
Honor, as she opens two of the envelopes, 
"and one letter. I don't know the 
writing. Oh I " she exclaims, as she looks 
at the name at the end, " it is from little 
Mrs. Bland. What on earth can she 
want to write to us about ? " 
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"Hadn't you better read it?" The 
suggestion is Moira's. She speaks in 
apparently an unconcerned tone, but her 
heart gave a bound at the mention of 
Isabel Bland's name. 

Honor reads — 

« 

" Hampstead Road, Dec. 23, 187— 

"My Deab Honob, 

" I cannot help writing to wish 
you all as happy a Christmas as it is 
possible for you to spend under the 
circumstances. I have my little girl 
living with me here at my lodgings now, 
and find her a great comfort, she is so 
loving and so intelligent. I often wish I 
could see you all. You know I never 
make indiscriminate friends ; and hterally, 
although I have many acquaintances here, 
yet, strange as it may seem, I do not 
think I could point to one woman whom 
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I regard as a friend. I wisli sometimes 
you and your sister were living near me. 
For many reasons I have, for some con- 
siderable time past, ceased to be a profes- 
sional model. Through the kindness of 
some of my late artist patrons, I have 
procured some tuitions ; indeed, I . am 
offered so many that were you here you 
could find plenty to do in the work which 
I am obliged to refuse. I cannot say that 
I especially care for the work of teaching; 
but I keep to it for the sake of my child. 
Moreover, from four o'clock every after- 
noon I am able to be with her, and thus 
can attend to her education as well. 

"Give my very warmest regards to 
your aunt and sister; and with best 
wishes for a happy Christmas and a 
happy and prosperous New Year, believe 
me, yours very sincerely, 

"Isabel Bland." 
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"It was thoughtful of her to write to 
us," says Honor, as she replaces the 
letter in the envelope, and takes her 
place at the breakfast table. 

"Yes," assents Moira; "but here is 
another letter. Honor. It is addressed to 
poor papa, and, as you are the eldest, I 
thought you had the best right to open 
it." 

Honor makes no remark, but quickly 
opens the letter which her sister hands to 
her. It contains an enclosure in the 
shape of a Httle folded slip of pink paper, 
and the following communication : — 

" 999, New Bond Street, Dec. 23rd, 187— 

"Deab Sm, 

"We have much pleasure in for- 
warding you a cheque for JBIOO, being the 
price — less commission — received for 
your picture named *An Awkward 
Question.* 
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" A receipt will oblige. Yours respect- 
foUy, 

"Andrews and Stensil, 

" (Picture Dealers). 
"Hugh O'Nem, Esq., etc." 

With eager, trembling hands Honor 
opens the httle folded scrap of paper. 
There it is, no mistake about it, one 
hundred pounds— " payable to Hugh 
O'Neill, or order." 

They can hardly believe it. Over and 
over again they read the letter, and 
examine the cheque critically, as though 
they fancied the latter would fade away in 
some magical manner from their sight* 
They do not say much about it, they are 
each too much surprised to do so- 
Presently Moira's eyes rest upon her 
father's portrait; her sweet lips quiver 
with emotion, and she says brokenly — 
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"Half the pleasure of receiving the 
money is gone, since poor papa is not here 
to know of it. How much wearing 
anxiety it would have saved him ! " 

Honor has been too much fatigued to 
accompany her sister to church. Instead, 
she has been trying to woo sleep to 
come and refresh her excited brain. 
But "downy-winged slumber" is coy, 
and resists aU her allurements ; and the 
result of Honor's endeavours is, that 
she only feels far more wakeful than 
before, whilst her brain keeps working 
with so much vigour that her head 
actually aches from the intensity of her 
thoughts. 

Who is there who has not experienced 
the intense longing for rest — omental rest. 
The world is sadly in want of "a good 
mental tonic." He who could " minister 
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to a mind diseased " would be the greatest 
benefactor Iniman nature has yet known. 
If there was only some way of stopping, 
even for a brief season, the working of 
the active brain, that seventy-year clock, 
which is wound up once for aU by the 
Angel of Birth, who hands the key into 
the keeping of the Angel of the Eesurrec- 
tion! We may sleep, yet the working 
goes on. We may go mad, from some 
slight twitch in the machinery, yet the 
wheels only go all the faster. There is 
nothing to still the working of it but 
Death. Brain-sickness and heart-sickness 
are the only pains for which humanity 
has not found, nor ever will find, a 
panacea. 

" Best ! oh ! give me rest and peace ; 
The thought of life that ne'er shall cease 
Hath something in it like despair ; 
A weight I am too weak to bear ! 
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^^ Sweeter to this afflicted breast 
The thouglit of never-ending rest. 
Sweeter tHe nndistnrbed and deep 
Tranqnillity of endless sleep." 

It is the heart-cry of many a one — 
of many a one whom the world never 
suspects of feeling so; to whom the 
thought of another existence is absolute 
torture. God help those whose minds 
are thus placed upon the rack ! 

As Honor lies on her bed, revolving in 
her active, busy brain, all the events of 
the previous night and morning, she is 
undecided in her mind what to think. 
She pictures the miserable household to 
herself. No matter how she strives to 
efface the remembrance of it from her 
mind, yet there it will remain — ^will keep 
recurring in cruelly vivid outline — ^until at 
length her heart goes out towards George 
Musgrave with a great and mighty pity. 
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Honor tries her very best to still the 
promptings of her conscience, but it is 
aU of no avail. Do aU she can ; let her 
exert all the casuistry her deep woman's 
nature is capable of; yet she cannot 
conceal from herself that George Mus- 
grave's avowal of love did not take her 
by surprise. 

She is ashamed of herseK for being 
obhged to acknowledge the truth. She 
knows it is true — only too true — and 
Honor O'Neill loathes herself for being 
forced to the admission. Honor does not 
allow herself one extenuating circum- 
stance ; she is no casuist to herself ; she 
judges herseK sternly, and she condemns 
herseK unhesitatingly for having been 
wicked enough ever to have gone con- 
tinually to this man's house, for ahe now 
knows that these visits have been feeding 
the flame on both sides. 

VOL. II. N 
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On both sides ! 

Yes I George Musgrave, by his fiery, 
impassioned words has swept down all 
barriers; and Honor O'Neill, in abject 
humiliation and remorse, admits to her- 
self that she loves George Musgrave as a 
woman loves but once in a lifetime. 

Why does she love him? She asks 
herself the question. He is not particu- 
larly attractive in appearance nor in 
conversation. His position is nothing to 
speak of. He may be a clever man in his 
profession, but circumstances have not 
been fortuitous, so he has had no oppor- 
tunity of displaying his professional 
attainments. Above all, she reflects, 
has he not shown himself to be base and 
unmanly, for him, a married man, to dare 
to speak words of love to any woman but 
his wife? 

Honor feels outraged one minute, feels 
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she has been insulted ; and the hot, angry 
blood surges over her pale fade. But the 
next minute the squalid, wretched house- 
hold, the sottish wife, the dying child, 
and the miserable man's agony, rise 
before her mental vision, and, almost 
unconsciously, she finds herself endors-^ 
ing George Musgrave's wish, and ex- 
claiming — 

" I wish she were dead ! " 

As she mentally utters the thought, 
she starts up with a little cry of horrified 
terror and remorse. Wildly she springs 
from the bed whereon she has been lying, 
and, falling on her knees beside it, asks 
God's pardon for having been a murderess 
even in thought. In utter self-abase- 
ment she kneels there, confessing her 
wickedness and her sorrow for her sin. 

She is startled by the appearance of 
her face as it is reflected in the looking- 
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glass. Old, worn, grief-stricken, and 
haggard-looking, she scarcely recognizes 
it to be her face of a few days ago. Com- 
pleting her toilette, she tries to calm 
herself, and then, wrapping a shawl 
around her, for the Christmas Day is 
chilly, she unlocks a small box, and 
taking therefrom a manuscript book, tricB 
to concentrate her attention upon its 
contents. Intently she reads, re-reads, 
and makes voluminous notes. The work, 
whatever it maybe, is certainly absorbing, 
for, as she proceeds. Honor's face to some 
extent loses its troubled expression, and 
a rapt, excited look comes into her eyes 
as her pencil rapidly flies over the paper. 

Presently she hears a knock at the hall 
door, which is speedily opened, and she 
recognizes Moira's voice speaking in high, 
eager tones. Swiftly and hurriedly as 
though she had been committing a crime, 
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Honor shuts up her manuscript book, 
places it in the box again, and locks the 
latter securely. She has scarcely done 
so, when she hears Moira run hastily 
upstairs, and, rushing into the bed-room, 
where stands Honor, with her back to 
her, at the dressing-table, she exclaims 
in a hurried, yet awe-stricken tone — 

"Honor, an awful thing has taken 
place ! I am afraid you will be very 
much shocked when you hear it." 

"What is it?" she asks, turning a 
white, troubled, anxious face towards her 
sister. 

" Good heavens ! " ejaculated Moira, 
for the minute forgetting lier news in her 
amazement at her sister's changed coun- 
tenance : " what is the matter with you, 
Honor ? You look dreadfully ill ! " 

"Nothing," she responds curtly; and, 
turning again to the dressing-table, busies 
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herself with something thereon. " What 
were you going to tell me ? " 

"This;" and the erratic Moira again 
looks gravely excited ; "I met Willy 
Swisher as I was coming home, and he 
said Mrs. Musgrave had been found lying 
dressed on a bed this mormng, and quite 
dead." 

Eeaderl have you ever experienced a 
great mental blow — a blow capable of 
paralysing your very soul ? If you have 
not felt it, there is no use in my trying 
to describe how Honor O'Neill feels as 
she listens to her sister's words : and if 
you have felt it, you will agree with me 
in thinking that no one can ever ade- 
quately depict the crushing misery of the 
situation. 

Honor's face becomes livid, and her 
hands fall nervelessly by her sides. Me- 
chanically, as though she were on a 
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pivot, she turns and confronts her sister, 
who gives a staxt and an exclamation of 
horror as she looks at her. Honor gasps 
for breath : she tries to speak, but a great 
lump rises in her throat and chokes her. 
George Musgrave's words, and her own 
wicked echoes of them, arise in her mind 
and nearly madden her. She gives a 
little gurgling cry, and then exclaims, 
wildly and huskily — 

" We killed her !— we killed her ! " 
"What do you mean? What are 
you talking about. Honor?" exclaims 
Moira, in genuine terror, as she clutches 
hold of her sister's arm. "What do you 
mean? Who do you mean by * we?' And 
what do you mean by saying you * killed 
her'?" 

" Don't touch me ! " she cries, with- 
drawing herself from Moira's grasp. "I 
tell you 1 am a murderess in my heart. 
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for I wished that miserable woman were 
dead; and so did her husband — ^he told 
me so." 

" More shame, then, for both of you ! " 
indignantly replies the younger girl. 
"You ought both to be ashamed of 
yourselves." 

"Moira," pleads her sister, "try and 
forget what I have just said. You cannot 
judge me more harshly than I judge my- 
self. "I tell you honestly," she con- 
tinues — ^but, in her vaunted honesty, 
suppressing a part of the truth — "that 
when I «aw the miserable house, the 
drunken woman, the wretched man, and 
the neglected children, I could not help 
thinking that the unfortunate husband 
would be well rid of such a wife." 

"I thought you said he wished she 
were dead," persists Moira, looking half- 
suspiciously at the ' strangely-excited face 
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and maimer of her customarily quiet, 
placid sister. 

" So lie did," she answers in a little 
confusion. " He began telling me about 
his wretched life, and his feelings over- 
came him, and he said that sometimes 
he could not help wishing she were dead." 

"He should have restrained his feelings, 
and have kept his confidences to him- 
self," says Moira hotly ; " at all events," 
she continues indignantly, "he had no 
business to confide his domestic troubles 
to an unmarried girl like you ! If he 
wants a confidant he has plenty of men 
friends — Mr. Ingram for instance — ^instead 
of running and complaining about his 
wife to the first young woman he meets. 
Poor Mrs. Musgrave ! I am inclined to 
think she is very much better off than 
to be tied to such an unmanly fellow! 
His feelings indeed ! Bah ! I've a con- 
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tempt for such a man ! I'd like to have 
caught him attempting to confide in me ! 
I wonder you listened to him, Honor. 
You had no business to do s6." 

" Moira," says Honor, in a steady voice, 
although her face is hvid, and her usually 
calm eyes bum with suppressed rage — ^for 
what woman, no matter what the circum- 
stances may be, can stand calmly by and 
hear the man she loves called a craven — 
"you must never renew this subject. 
At all events, you may renew it if you 
like, but I will not discuss it." 

" I have no wish to renew it, I assure 
you," she replies contemptuously, making 
small maelstroms of her attire in her 
righteous anger; "but I repeat that I 
despise a man who washes his dirty 
clothes in public. The saying is a vulgar 
one, but it is expressive, and I cannot 
help thinking it is therefore all the 
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more admirably suited to the man I apply 
it to ! '* 

With which parting shot, Moira flounces 
from the room. 
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CHAPTEE XII. 

A PARTING. 

The New Year is already several weeks 
old. As is often the case, no snow had 
fallen at the Christmas time; but now, 
even during this first week in February, 
the ground is thickly covered with a 
snow-white mantle. It clothes the land 
around Weirford as far as the eye can 
reach; and between the whitened banks 
the Weir flows along swiftly, looking cold 
and dark and steely. Moira has a view 
of it from the Kttle room formerly used 
by her father as a studio. Black-gowned 
and russet-crowned, she stands looking 
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thoughtfolly out upon the white world 
beneath her. From the landscape her 
eyes turn and rest upon the portrait of 
her mother, which yet hangs in its 
accustomed place. Indeed, the room 
looks very much the same as it did upon 
that summer's day when the swallows 
had looked in upon the dead face of 
Hugh O'Neill. A few tears gather in 
Moira's eyes and course each other slowly 
down her cheeks as her gaze rests upon 
each well-remembered article. She seats 
herself in her father's arm-chair, and, 
leaning her head upon her hand, reviews 
her position. 

She has at length made up her mind to 
leave Weirford — urged thereto by her 
own inclination and the representations 
of Stephen Ingram. He has come to 
take far more than an ordinary interest in 
this girl; and has spoken ambiguous 
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words of love to her. But he has never 
actnally committed himself; yet his 
words have made some impression upon 
Moira. In herself, she has enough am-, 
bition and vanity to be aroused by the 
glowing pictures of theatrical life which 
he presents to her. Once more she has 
mooted the subject of going on the stage 
to Honor, but that orthodox yoimg 
woman has unhesitatingly again put her 
veto against it. Moira is very fond of 
her sister, although she has not much 
I'espect for her opinion. Stephen Ingram 
has not been without finding this out, 
and, in accordance with his advice, Moira 
has arranged with Mrs. Bland that she is 
to go over to London to her, and take up 
some of her tuitions. 

Such is ostensibly the arrangement, 
but Moira means to adhere to her idea of 
going on the stage if she can possibly 
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procure an engagement. To give her 
her due, she had urged upon Honor that 
it was she (Honor) who ought to go ; but 
she refused. To state here her reason for 
remaining in Weirford would be out of 
place. Suffice it to say, she made no 
objection to her sister going over to 
London to Mrs, Bland ; and even pressed 
upon her more than half the hundred 
pounds to procure an outfit, and to pay 
her expenses. 

Since his wife's death Dr, Musgrave 
has not been at Thimble Hall. Neither 
have its inmates seen him in any place 
either pubKc or private. At the post 
mortem examination, a verdict of death 
from excessive drinking had been re- 
turned; and at the inquest. Honor had 
given her evidence as to the state in 
which she had seen the deceased the 
night before. Nearly six weeks have 



Digitized by 



Google 



192 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

elapsed ; yet, since the day of the inquest, 
. Honor has neither seen George Musgrave, 
nor have they held communication of any 
kind. 

Moira is to sail from Weirford early the 
next morning. All her travelling pre- 
parations have been completed, and she 
has now come, in the declining light of 
the winter's afternoon, to take a farewell 
of her father's little studio. For a fort- 
night previously she has been in such a 
state of excitement that she has not had 
time to think; has not had time for 
regrets ; and now, as she reflects upon the 
unsighed-for past, that, whilst it lasted, 
seemed so bitter with its struggles and 
frequent pecuniary troubles, she feels glad 
she is standing upon the threshold of 
a new life. She is rather glad of the 
change than otherwise, and, with the 
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selfishness of youth, does not reflect upon 
the loneliness to which her sister must be 
condemned during her absence. 

Harry Garnett comes to tea later in 
the evening. This young man does not 
by any means approve of Moira's leaving 
Weirford, and he has plainly told her so. 
He has also renewed his suit — only to be 
again refused. 

" I must say, Moira," he says, as they 
all cluster around the fire after tea, " that 
I do not like the idea of a young girl 
like you going off to London all by your- 
self." 

" Oh, Moira will not be all by herseK," 
quickly interposes the countess, anxious 
to keep up the proprieties. " You know 
she is going to Mrs. Bland." 

" That's all very well," replies Harry, 
who holds most orthodox and old- 
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fasliioned ideas respecting the conven- 
tional behaviour of women ; " but then, 
from what you all say, you don't seem to 
know very much about this Mrs. Bland." 

"Poor papa thought very highly of 
her, and considered her a very good 
sort of woman," says Moira. "At any 
rate," she continues, with a little wilful 
contraction of her fair white brow, " I 
have made up my mind to go, and there 
is no use in any one saying anything to 
me about it ! I am sick of being buried 
here — perfectly sick of it ! Moreover, I 
want to do something for myseK, and 
there is nothing to be done in Weirford." 

"Why don't you aU go and live to- 
gether in London?" suggests the matter- 
of-fact Harry. 

"I proposed that," eagerly exclaim & 
the countess ; " that was the very thing 
I suggested. I said this place could 
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easily be let for as mucli as would pay for 
lodgings in London." 

" And may I ask what was the objec- 
tion to your all doing so?" Harry 
appeals to Honor, who, with clasped 
hands resting demurely upon her knees, 
is calmly gazing into the red depths of 
the fire, and seemingly unheeding the 
conversation. She either does not know 
Harry appeals to her, or pretends not to 
know it. 

" The girls have an objection to giving 
up the place," answers the countess, for 
Moira makes no reply. 

"Yes," says Honor, waking up from 
her musing fit. "We wish to think we 
have a home to come to." 

"Be it ever so humble, etc., etc., etc.," 
quotes Moira, with a fiash of her old 
merriment lighting up her face. " What 
a libel that song is! It is the most 
ironical thing ever written." 
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" I don't think so at all," replies Harry 
Gamett, sharply and shortly. "In my 
opinion there is no happiness to be com- 
pared to a happy home, where love is ; 
it must be a perfect heaven upon earth." 

"My good boy! " ejaculates Moira, with 
a comically exaggerated air of entreaty, 
"don't become sentimental — ^there's a 
good fellow ! " 

And with the desire of putting an end 
to a conversation which threatens to 
become awkward, Moira busies herseK 
lighting the lamp, and then, sitting down 
to the piano, strikes a few chords and 
sings — 

"Would God I could rend them apart, 

The false claws that cling, and the truth, 
The serpent that lies round the heart. 
The soul that is strangled in youth ! 

" Would God I could taste thee, and see 
Thy glories of working, of act : 
Proud goddess of Liberty, 
Wherein, wherein, have I lacked, 
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" That thou frownest, and over my neck 
Shod feet are bound down by a cord, 
That my passion, my wrath, cannot break, 
That would fly at the dope of the sword P " 

Moira has proceeded thus far with her 
song when Mrs. MacDermott enters the 
room. The music-mistress is enveloped 
in sundry voluminous wrappings, flecked 
here and there with snow, through which 
she had walked all thie way from Weir- 
ford. 

"Well, Mrs. MacDermott," exclaims 
Moira, spinning round on the music-stool 
and confronting the new comer, whilst 
she shakes her head dolefully, and a rueful 
expression overspreads her face, "you 
must be mad to have come out on such 
an evening, and you only just recovering 
from such a serious attack of bronchitis." 

" My dear young ladies, my gracious 
countess, and my esteemed Mr. Harry 
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Gamett/' ejaculates the music-mistress, 
making a curtsey in turn to each one, 
"and my sweet Miss Moira," she con- 
tinues, "people often hit the right nail 
on the head without knowing it. Your 
remark that I may be *mad' I take as 
an indirect compliment, for does not the 
poet beautifully say — 

* Great wits with madness are supplied ' ? " 

"Had you not better take off your 
damp shawl?" sensibly suggests Honor, 
whilst Moira stares blankly before her, 
over the top of Mrs. MacDermott's head. 
She is afraid to meet Harry Gamett's 
eye, lest she might laugh at the music- 
mistress' strange distortion of. the quota- 
tion. 

The new comer is soon comfortably 
seated by the blazing fire; and Harry 
Garnett mixes for her a glass of warm 
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pimcli to counteract the wetting she has 
received from the snow. Her tongue 
never ceases for one minute, and she 
plaintively laments the loss of her " dis- 
tinguished pupil." The latter is rather 
glad Mrs. MacDermott has come. Her 
presence is always the signal for merri- 
ment, and while she stays there is no fear 
of any of them falling into the state of 
gloom which seemed to be hanging over* 
the house all day. 

" My sweet Miss Moira ! " — Mrs. Mac^ 
Dermott is by this time radiant from the 
combined influence of the punch and fke 
pleasant society — " I have brought you 
a little offering, which I trust you will 
uccept as a parting gift." 

" I am sure you are very kind, Mrs. 
MacDermott," replies her pupil, who is 
comfortably seated upon the hearthrug, 
her ruddy-crowned head leaning against 
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her sister's knee, and an expression of 
subdued humour rippling over her sweet 
face. 

"This morning, as I lay in bed, the 
Muse inspired me," continues Mrs. 
MacDermott, gravely j " and I have here 
a little poetical trifle which I hope you 
will accept in token of my appreciation 
and admiration of your beauty and ac- 
comphshments . ' ' 

As she speaks she produces, after much 
difficulty, a soiled and crumpled copy- 
book from a pocket somewhere at the 
back of her dress. With much ceremony 
and attempt at dramatic declamation, she 
reads a rhyme of about thirteen verses, 
two of which alone we inflict upon the 
reader — 

" The summer's sun is veiled in gloom ; 
The stars have hid their light, 
All things bespeak the coming doom — 
Sweet Moira takes to flight ! 
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" From Erin's Isle she hies her now, 
To London city fair — 
With a wreath of genius on her brow, 
And waving chestnut hair ! " 

There is a dead silence as Mrs, Mao- 
Dermott triumpliantly concludes her ode. 

"Mrs. MacDermott," says Moira, in a 
stifled voice from the depths of Honor's 
skirt, " I feel so overcome with modesty 
at this recital of my perfections that I 
cannot even look you in the face : believe 
me, I am blushing." 

Moira's speech is not especially brilliant, 
but it is an excuse for them all to laugh, 
and laugh they do. As for the countess, 
she laughs so unrestrainedly that her com- 
plexion and her eyebrows get mixed up in 
a most lamentable manner in her endeav- 
ours to wipe away the tears of mirth 
which Mrs. MacDermott's precious effu- 
sion has called forth. 

The winter's morning looks cold and 
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cheerless as Moira stands on the deck of 
the steamer and says farewell to Honor 
and Harry Gamett. They are just leaving 
when Harry runs back, and with an eager, 
yearning look of love on his honest face, 
whispers earnestly to Moira — 

" Moira, you once promised me that if 
you were in trouble you would always 
look upon me as a friend ; you will not 
forget that?" 

** No, Harry," and her lips quiver; ^^ I 
promised it by my father's grave, and 
I shall deem it a sacred duty to fulfil it, 
if ever the occasion arises." 

^* God bless you, my darling ! " he ex- 
claims brokenly, " and send you back 
safe!" and, heedless of the lookers on, he 
puts his arm around the woman he loves 
best in the world, and imprinting one kiss 
.upon her lips, abruptly turns away, bear- 
ing a great hunger in his heart. 
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CHAPTEE XIII. 

GOOD ADVICE. 

The nomadic, Bohemian life to which 
Moira had been accustomed for so many 
years during her father's lifetime, had 
rendered her quite an experienced tra- 
veller. She indulged in no young-ladyish 
nervousness and apprehensions at the 
thought of performing, alone, the journey 
from Weirford to London. Before she 
is two hours at sea, Neptune shows that 
he is not unmindful of her; and during 
the whole part of the journey performed 
by water, he is so unremitting in his 
attentions that Moira is oblivious of those 
she has left behind in Weirford, and 
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pathetically entreats the stewardess either 
to let her alone, or to have her then and 
there pitched overboard, so as to end her 
sufferings, for this life at least. 

During the long railway journey from 
Liverpool to Paddington station, Moira 
sits tired and sleepless, and reviews her 
position. She has very little money — 
about thirty-five pounds — and a modest 
outfit. These constitute all her worldly 
possessions. She has procured, through 
Stephen Ingram's agency, the names of 
several theatrical managers and agents, 
but to not one has she got an introduc- 
tion. Stephen Ingram, she knows, from 
aU he says, has lived long in London ; 
yet he has not offered her a single intro- 
duction to anybody. It has somewhat 
surprised her, but already she has begun 
to make excuses for him. She reflects 
that perhaps it would be an awkward 
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thing for him, an unmarried man, to in- 
troduce her, a young unmarried girl, to 
his acquaintances, especially as she will 
be alone in London. Moira is too much 
of a Bohemian to feel her position very 
acutely. Another girl, under the same 
circumstances, might feel rather nervous, 
hut Moira has seen too much of precarious, 
artist, hand-to-mouth style of living to 
think very much about the matter. If 
the actual truth must be told, the un- 
varnished fact is that Moira thinks herself 
rather a miUionaire than otherwise, when 
she thinks of those thirty-five golden 
sovereigns in the purse which reposes 
securely in her bosom. 

It is a bleak February afternoon as 
Moira steps upon the crowded platform of 
Paddington station. She is not burdened 
with much luggage ; that very fact seem- 
ing to make it all the more difficult for 



Digitized by 



Google 



206 THE WAY WO^EN LOVE. 

her to find it. On every side she is 
hustled .and jostled, and for a minute — 
just a minute — ^wishes she had some one 
to take all responsibility off her hands. 
At length, through the agency of an ill- 
spared silver bribe, she manages to secure 
a porter who deposits herself and her im- 
pedimenta in and upon a cab. The shops 
along the well-remembered Edgeware 
Eoad are being lighted up, and the familiar 
city wears its customary appearance of 
busy, teeming, toiling life. The sight 
exhilarates Moira. There are some 
natures upon which the stir and bustle 
of city life acts like champagne. It ex- 
cites and almost intoxicates such natures. 
Such is Moira's. A clever, active-minded, 
quick-witted girl, yet without sufficient 
resources within herself to bring to ma- 
turity any of her ideas without the help 
of association with her fellows. 
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She was a talented girl, but no genius. 
She could not create, but she could make 
use of what others created. She was no 
inventor — ^merely a good mental me- 
chanic. 

Tea is over, and Mrs. Bland's little 
girl has been sent to bed; so the two 
girls, for Mrs. Bland is little more than a 
girl, draw their chairs up to the fire, and 
settle themselves down to have a cozy 
chat. Isabel Bland forms a striking con- 
trast to the fair-faced, grey-eyed, ruddy- 
haired Irish girl. She is small, smaller 
even than Honor, and has a trim, rather 
spare, little figure, with noticeably small, 
nervous hands. She wears her short, 
thick black hair in a crop of curls, and 
her small-featm-ed, clearly-cut brown face 
is lighted up by a pair of passionate, dark- 
brown eyes, veiled by long, dark lashes, 
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and surmounted by heavy, dark eyebrows • 
Not a pretty woman to an ordinary 
observer, but a remarkable-looking one. 
Any one who looked at Isabel Bland once 
was sure to look at her again. All strong 
emotions and deep feelings leave traces 
upon the physiognomy — ^landmarks by 
which the keen student of character has 
no difficulty in making a tolerably correct 
estimate of the storms which have swept 
over the soul. Isabel Bland's mouth 
repels at a first glance. It looks to be 
that of a strong-willed, determined, 
rather hard sort of woman; a woman 
incapable of feeling sympathy, for it 
seems unfemininely firm. But the keen 
observer knows better than to judge her 
thus hastily. Look at the fine lines 
which are drawn around that mouth, and 
say — ^is there not a history of endurance 
and suffering to be read in each one of 
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them? Such Knes upon the countenance 
of a young woman are never the result of 
anything but some heart-sorrow. 

"How well you look, Mrs. Bland!" 
says Moira. 

She is not especially observant of subtle 
changes of countenance, and to her Mrs. 
Bland looks much the same as she did 
when she last saw her, nearly six years 
before. 

" I am glad to hear it," she responds, 
with a little smile, as she scrutinises the 
girl before her, and gazes admiringly 
upon her fresh young beauty. Women 
can and do admire each other without 
jealousy — ^no matter what men say to the 
contrary. **You Moira," she continues, 
** have almost grown out of my recollec- 
tion. You were a lanky, rough-headed, 
growing, gawky girl when I last saw you." 

" Do you think you would have known 
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me if you had met me in the street?" 
asks Moira, who laughs merrily at Mrs. 
Bland's description of her personal attrac- 
tions. 

*^ Yes ; I should know your Irish eyes 
and your red hair anywhere — and there is 
no mistaking your smile." 

^* But I don't go smiling, like a 
Cheshire cat, along the streets," retorts 
Moira. "What a blessing it is," she 
continues gravely, *Uhat red hair is 
fashionable 1 Mrs. Bland, why don't you 
dye your hair?" 

" Because I've too much regard for my 
brains," she says, laughing; "and perhaps 
I am influenced somewhat by my vanity. 
Just fancy my swarthy face and bushy 
black eyebrows surmounted by an aureole 
of golden hair ! " 

" If you were an actress you would 
have to do it — ^wouldn't you ? " inquires 
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Moira, -with a certain amount of inquisi- 
tive interest in her tone. She wants to 
veer round to the subject nearest her 
heart. 

"Oh! I don't know that it's neces- 
sary," replies the little woman senten- 
tiously; "there are numbers of actresses 
who do not do anything of the sort. 
Look at Carlotta Addison and Madge 
Robertson, for instance; they look like 
ladies and respectable women." 

^* You remember what I told you in one 
of my letters?" suggests Moira, a little 
nervously, gazing into the fire, and 
avoiding meeting the eye of her com- 
panion. This idea of going on the stage 
seems to her yet such a very independent 
move, that she feels rather shy of saying 
anything about it. 

" My dear child, you said a good many 
things," says Mrs. Bland, with a smile ; 
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"to what particular ciroTimstance do yon 
aUude ? " 

** What I said to you about going on 
the stage," answers the girl, a flush over- 
spreading her face, which she still keeps 
somewhat averted from her companion. 

"Oh yes, I remember." Mrs. Bland 
speaks in a tone of cold indifference, 
which sends a chill to the heart of her 
listener. " What has put such an idea 
in your head? " 

" It was suggested to me by a gentle- 
man — a friend — in Weirford," says Moira, 
a little hesitatingly. 

" He evidently knew very little about 
the stage, or he would never have recom- 
mended a young good-looking girl like 
you to come over here to London alone 
vnth such an object in view." Mrs. 
Bland speaks decidedly, and as Moira 
makes no reply, she continues, " Country 
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people often have such comical ideas of 
London life. , They fancy people have 
only to come to the great city at once to 
step into whatever they have set their 
minds upon." 

** The gentleman who suggested to me 
that I ought to go on the stage is 'a 
London man," quickly interposes Moira; 
*^ at least," she continues, correcting her- 
seK, ^' if he is not a London man, he has 
lived a good deal in London, which comes 
to the same thing." 

"Who is he?" 

"A friend of ours in Weirford, Mr. 
Ingram, the gentleman I told you of who 
was in the house when poor papa died." 

"What is he?" * 

"He is a mining engineer, employed 
by the proprietors of the Weirford Lead 
Mines to set the works in order." 

Moira is looking steadily into the lire 
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80 she does not see that the lines around 
Isabel Bland's mouth deepen as she more 
firmly compresses her lips. 

" And have you actually come to 
London with the intention of going on 
the stage ? " inquires Isabel Bland some- 
what curiously. 

"If the thing can be managed." Mcira 
is rather disappointed that her companion 
is not as enthusiastic on the subject as 
she is herself. She has yet to learn how 
rare it is to find sympathetic friendship, 
and, when found, what a jewel it is — ^the 
golden thread forming a bright pattern 
upon this dark web of life. Those who 
have never found it, miss much of the 
good of life. Those who have found 
it, and who have lost it, God comfort 
them, for humanity caimot do so. 

" But I thought your chief object, in 
fact, your only object— for your speaking 
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was simply to have a little change of 
scene, and also to try and earn a little 
money at these tuitions I wrote to you 
about." 

"Yes," she replies in a hesitating tone, 
" I admit that was my ostensible object 
in coming, but my real intention was to 
get here, and then try and get an engage- 
ment on the stage." 

"But why all this manoeuvring? Why 
this secrecy about the matter ? " not un- 
naturally inquires Isabel Bland. 

"The truth is," confesses Moira,in 
an embarrassed tone, "Neither Honor 
nor Aunt Juliana knows anything about 
my intention." 

"How is that?" interrogated her 
listener sharply, as she looks narrowly 
at the girl. 
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/* Without saying why, I managed to 
find out Honor's sentiments about women 
adopting the stage as a profession, and I 
soon found out what her ideas were on 
the subject. I knew very well from what 
she said that she would never consent to 
my doing so. Of course, she has no 
legal right to say what I shall or shall 
not do ; but she is the only one I have in 
the world, and I skould not like to vex 
her." 

^^ Don't you think she will be vexed 
if you deceive her? — ^if you do not confide 
in her? You confide in me — a com- 
parative stranger; you evidently have 
confilded in and taken the advice of this 
man of whom you speak ; yet, you will 
not confide in your sister. I shall not 
wonder if she be jealous ; indeed, I should 
not give much for her sisterly love if she 
were not." 
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" * A man's foes are often tliose of his 
own household,' " oracularly and inac- 
curately quotes Moira. 

" My dear girl 1 " exclaims Mrs. Bland, 
"had I known your determination, I 
should certainly never have urged you 
to come over here. Believe me, I am 
not ungrateful for the kindly sympathy 
shown to me by your good, kind father, 
during my many and bitter troubles, 
which we need not speak about now. 
I should ill repay that kindness were I 
to urge you to this step. I am a thorough 
Bohemian. I have lived amongst actors, 
actresses, und artists aU my life, and 
know as much about their ways as most 
people. I was even on the stage myself 
for a short time, and I know, oh, so well I 
aU the temptations to which a woman is 
subject. A plain woman is not exempt, 
and a pretty woman is rarely allowed to 
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escape from the web which wily flatterers 
try to weave around her." 

" I don't think so at all ! " exclainis 
Moira, with the arrogance often bom of 
the ignorance of a subject. " I don't see 
why I should not be as good as I am this 
minute ; of course," she interpolates sub- 
missively, "I don't mean to say I am 
very good, but I'm as good as anybody 
else, if I were to go on the stage ! " 

"Moira, Moira 1 how deliciously Irish 
you are ! " laughs Isabel Bland. " That 
last speech of yours reminds me of the 
Irish lady who was once asked how old 
she was. * That's no affair of yours,' she 
retorted in answer to the question ; * but 
since you must know, I may as well tell 
you that I am the same age as everybody 
else.' No, my dear child," she continues, 
" I have no doubt that you would be as 
good a girl as you are now, but you have 
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not the least idea of the drudgery you 
would have to undergo." 

** I am prepared for hard work," returns 
Moira. *^ I want to make money — I 
want to be independent — and I am told 
there is nowhere a woman can make so 
much money as upon the stage." 

" Decidedly ; but you must take into 
consideration how the money is amassed." 
Isabel Bland speaks in a dry, decided 
manner. " Don't fancy you can become 
a Mrs. Jordan or a Sarah Siddons all 
at once. Two very opposite types of 
actresses, " grant you, but nowadays 
actresses think they are clever enough 
to excel in both comedy and tragedy; 
they forget it is one thing to speak the 
words and to use the orthodox gestures, 
and another thing to fling the soul into 
the character. Certainly," she continues, 
whilst a little amused, satirical smile flies 
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over her strange-looking face, *'of modern 
actresses it may be said — 

* Heaven flows upon their souls with many dreams 
of high desire' — 

*Many dreams and high desires' they 
have, most assuredly, for they will attempt 
any mortal thing." 

"I think you are very hard upon 
actresses." 

Moira has an idea that Mrs. Bland is 
an imsuccessful actress, and, therefore, as 
bitter against her more favoured sisters 
as is an unsuccessful female novelist, who 
turns reviewer, and ruthlessly cuts up 
every novel which she knows to be 
written by a woman. 

" Not a bit of it," she replies promptly. 
" May I ask — did this gentleman, I forget 
his name " 

*^ Mr. Ingram," interrupts Moira. 

" Well, this Mr. Ingram, did he advise 
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you not to tell your sister about this 
theatrical scheme of yours ? " 

" Yes. ; it was he who suggested it." 

" Moira," — Mrs. Bland looks at the 
girl's half-averted face as she speaks — 
"Moira, is this man much more to you 
than an ordinary acquaintance ? " 

" We aU like him very much. He is 
very often at our house," she replies 
evasively, as the tell-tale colour rises to 
her cheek. 

" Is he married ? " 

"No." 

" Has he made love to you ? " 

" I don't know what you mean exactly 
by making love," casuistically replies 
Moira. 

" You know very well what I mean," 
persists Isabel Bland. " Has he led you 
to think that you are more to him than 
other women? " 
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" T-e-e-s I '' The reply comes slowly 
and doubtingly. 

**Then don't be guided by what he 
says," exclaims Isabel Bland in an ex- 
cited tone. "From your manner I can 
see you are not quite sure whether or not 
you are everything to this man. I tell 
you, you are not. No man loving a 
woman honestly, truly, and purely, 
especially an impressionable, excitable 
woman such as yoii are — no man, I 
repeat, having a knowledge of what 
London theatrical life is, would think of 
allowing the woman he cared for to enter 
upon the struggle for existence, which it 
is, or wish her to be exposed to the 
temptations to which a good-looking 
actress is subject." 

"Let us put Mr. Ingram out of the 
question," says Moira, with that dignity 
of manner which she can assume at will. 
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"I wish of my own free will to try my 
fortune on the stage. If I can procure 
an engagement I shall try it for some 
time, and then if I £nd I cannot succeed, 
I shall give it up." 

^^You will never give it up, once 
you have gone before the footlights and 
have felt intoxicated by the applause of 
the house. No, you will never give it 
up, unless — and I hope it may never be 
your case — ^you are cursed through it, and 
have enough conscience to recognize the 
curse." 

" Mrs, Bland ! " she exclaims, with a 
little shudder, "you frighten me, you 
speak so vehemently. How you must 
hate the stage ! " 

"Yes, I hate it. Are you determined 
to go on the stage ? " 

" Yes. I have made up my mind to it. 
What I want to do is this : I want to 
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take a tuition as a cloak to mask my real 
design from Honor for the present, and at 
the same time to try and procure an 
engagement, if possible." . 

" Take your own way," says Isabel 
Bland, dryly, " but mind, I tell you two 
things — one is, that the man who has 
advised you to take the step you con- 
template does not really care for you ; 
and the other is, that you will find the 
virtuous paths of theatrical life — as it is 
at the present day — anything but flowery 
paths. Moreover, I counsel you, most 
strongly, to confide in your sister. I 
have nothing more to say." 

" Thank you for your advice," says 
Moira, in a voice in which there is not 
the faiutest modicum of gratitude. 
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CHAPTEE XIV. ^ 

WANTED. 

Isabel Bland's persistent disapproval of 
Moira's scheme of going on the stage 
is to some extent a disappointment to 
the girl. She had rather counted upon 
Mrs. Bland's assistance in the matter, 
and it is no light thing for her to find 
that she preserves a strict neutrality in- 
stead. 

" My dear Moira," she invariably says 
whenever the matter is mooted, " I know 
too much about such a life, tao much 
about the evils and temptations to which 
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a young good-looking woman is exposed, 
to feel that I could conscientiously help 
you to ent^r upon it* It would he ah 
unworthy return upon my part for all 
your dear father's kindness to me." 

Moira, on the other hand, constantly 
receives letters from Stephen Ingram, 
urging her to lose no time in looking 
up theatrical managers and agents. She 
has not much time on her hands, for 
the two tuitions which she has procured 
through Isabel Bland's means keep her 
pretty well occupied. One is at Bays- 
water, the' other at South Kensington, 
and her time is so divided that she has 
but one morning in the week to herself. 
She has been at the theatre^ a few times 
with Isabel Bland, and the scenes she has 
witnessed have only all the more inflamed 
her with a desire to shine before the foot- 
lights. 
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** Wanted — ^A few young ladies of good appearance 
to complete the spectacular portion of a new and 
original burlesque. Good legs indispensable. Apply 
personally between the hours of eleven and one at 
Mr. Whiteman's, 35, Theatre Lane, W.C." 

Such is the advertisement which meets 
Moira's eye in the Epoch one Monday 
evening. The Epoch is the chief dra- 
matic newspaper, and Moira surrepti- 
tiously buys it every week. She knowa 
veryhttle of theatrical ways, and were she 
to be engaged by the advertiser, she i& 
not quite sure what part she would be 
expected to play. But, at the same time, 
she is sensible enough to know that she 
must be content to begin at the lowest 
rung of the ladder. She has been now 
six weeks in London, earning enough 
at her tuitions to support her and pay 
her lodging; but, as yet, she has not 
done anything towards furthering the 



Digitized by 



by Google 



228 THE WAY WOMEN LOVE. 

scheme which induced her to leave 
home. 

So, as she sits in the omnibus and 
scans the paper, she thinks of a letter 
which she received this morning from 
Stephen Ingram. A letter in which he 
urges — ^nay, almost commands — ^her to try 
and get an engagement at some theatre. 
Moira is haK pleased and half vexed at 
the tone of the letter. Half pleased, 
because, somehow or other, the girl feels 
rather lonely, and she likes to feel that 
some one takes suflBcient interest in her 
to speak to her in such a loving, possessive 
tone as Stephen Ingram assumes towards 
her. And she is half vexed, for Moira 
hates being commanded to do anything. 
Several times she has been trying to 
make up her mind to call upon theatrical 
managers, but, somehow or other, her 
courage has 'always failed- wJaen she 
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attempted to carry out her intentions. 
But this evening, as she scans the paper 
and thinks of the letter in her pocket, 
she determines not to let another day 
pass over without doing something 
towards procuring an engagement. 

There are plenty of other advertise- 
ments in the paper — advertisements for 
"leading ladies," and for women to fill 
other branches, but they all seem to infer 
that some previous knowledge of their 
profession is required. Moira does not 
half like the terms in which the burlesque 
advertisement is couched, but, on the 
principle that it niay lead to something 
else, she determines to apply the next 
day. 

Moira feels very guilty as she stands 
before the looking-glass dressing her 
lovely hair to the best advantage. She 
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makes the best of her good points, spares 
no pains to make herself as attractive- 
looking as possible. A splendid young 
woman she looks as she leaves the house. 
Her tightly-fitting plain black dress 
shows off to advantage her magnificently- 
moulded figure, and a small black hat 
contrasts well with the ruddy gold of her 
billowing hair. Being still in mourning, 
the only touches which relieve the 
sombreness of her attire, are white net 
rufflings at the throat and wrists. 

She is very nervous, and, as she walks 
along the Strand, is very nearly tempted 
to turn back and beat an ignominious 
retreat. But she bravely tries to still the 
beating of her heart, and, summoning up 
all her courage, she goes steadily on. 

Theatre Lane is not very easily found. 
Indeed, it is so essentially a theatrical 
haunt that it is little known to any but 
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members of the profession. Wig-makers, 
second-hand wardrobe-keepers, spangle- 
makers, and tights-manufacturers, form 
the chief population of Theatre Lane. A 
fried-fish establishment divides the popu- 
larity with a ham and beef shop ; whilst 
a second-hand bookseller's, with two 
fly-blown prints in the window — one of 
Fanny Elsler as "Undine," the other 
of Macready as " Eichard the Third," — 
represent the literature of the neighbour- 
hood. The inevitable gin-palace is at the 
comer, with the customary group of 
idlers lounging around it. They stare 
impertinently at Moira, whose striking, yet 
quiet and lady-like, demeanour is totally 
unlike what they have been accustomed 
to see in that locaUty. They even go so 
far as to make some ill-bred remarks 
concerning her, and, as Moira flies past, 
her cheeks aflame (for she has the 
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customary feminine horror of common 
men), it is only the signal for a loud, 
coarse peal of laughter. 

Her Ups quiver and the angry tears 
rush to her eyes. Her terror and anger 
are all the more enhanced, for she kuows 
that one of the group around the gin- 
palace — one more adventurous and, if 
possible, more impertinent than the rest- 
is following her. Moira is hurrying on, 
looking eagerly over all the shop-fronts 
for No. 36. At length she stops at the 
door of a shabby-looking little office, and 
as her hand is upon the handle of the 
door, the man who has been following her 
says — 

*r Good morning, miss. Looking for an 
engagement from old Whiteman, eh ? " 

Moira is about to make some angry, 
contemptuous retort. She turns her 
glowing countenance full upon her tor- 
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mentor. Her eyes are flashing, and her 
whole face quivering ; and before she has 
time to say anything, an elderly gentle- 
man beside her exclaims — 

*^Be oflF, you rascal! How dare you 
speak to this lady ! Walk in, ma'am, 
walk in," and, opening the door, the 
stranger ushers Moira into the theatrical 
agent's oflBce. 



END OF YOL. II. 
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